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PREFACE. 


Thk following essays make no attempt either to 
place** Mr. Meredith or to be a kind of critical 
microcosm of his work, nor do they presume to speak 
with any air of finality thereon. There are but three 
or four living Englishmen in whom such Olympian 
attitude would escape the absurd. Nor do I, on the 
other hand, as I have elsewhere profanely phrased it, 
come singing “The Meredithyramb.** My whole 
attempt is that of a lover of the w^orks to give express¬ 
ion to the faith that is in him, and I have written 

¥ 

rather for tho.se who are already spending their lives 
in a vain endeavour to convert masculinity to T/ie 
£gots/, than in the hope of being myself an instru¬ 
ment of conversion. 

If the cut hono of writing for those who arc already 
“in the place of hope’* be questioned, one may 
reasonably ask if the most seductive of all literary 
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pleasures does not consist merely in the comparing 
of impressions and sensations. My attempt is just 
that, to say some tilings which, doubtless, no few lovers 
of George Meredith could have said better, but which 
as yet they have kept to themselves. If my misses 
rouse them to make hits, well and good, for, if one 
cannot be witty oneself, it is, on authority, some¬ 
thing to be “ the cause that wit is in other men.” 
Of course, I have no objection to a stray convcrliteor 
two, and if ind(‘ed I should succeed in making such, 
all the better—for them. 

I may say further, more particularly, that I have, in 
the main, concerned mvsulf more with Mr. Meredith’s 
genius than his talent—if tlie distinction be not too 
old-fashioqed—not the mass of his work, but only 
that part of it which I consider peculiarly his own. 

Of his Mrs. Chumps and his Master Gammons I have 
had little to say, and my conscience smites me at the 
last moment that I have done; rather shabby justice 
to the great Berry. From my point of view it matters 
little whether his countrymen are or are not as good 
as Mr. Hardy’s, or whether the brogue of this or that 
supernumerary be correct; for, in my judgment, it 
is not by such characters that he is to stand or fall. 
They are the product of a talent that could turn itself 
to anything, we have had them before from others ; 
but it is by his Sir Willoughby and his great women 
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types all his own, that he is to be judged. 

My thanks arc due to the editors of UppimoWs and 
Time for permission to reprint here pages which have* 
already appeared in their respective magazines; and 
also to Mr. William Morton Fullerton for the pleasant 
pages on George Meredith in America which con¬ 
clude the volume. 

I 

Rjchard Lk Gali.tenne. 

October^ 1890. 
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“ Assured of worthiness we do not dread 
Competitors : we rather give them harV 
And greeting in the lists where we may fail ' 

Must, if we bear an aim beyond the head I 
My betters -are my masters : purely fed 
liy their sustainment I lilawtse shall :>ctile 
Some rocky steps between the mount and vale 
Aleanwhile the mark I have and f will wed. 

So tluit / draw the breath of finer air. 

Station is nought, nor footways la urel~strewit, 

Pior rivals tightly belted for the race. 

Good speed to them ! jV/y place is here or there ; 

Afy pride is that among them / have ptai.e : 

And thus I keep this instmnu'nt in tune.*'' 
l.W'IhRi^'AL HARAfONY, “ Songs and lyrics of the 


foy of Earth," p. Ki.J. 


“ Surely we owe a little to Time, to cheer his progress ; a 
little to posterity, and to our country, Dose/iA of wrilen, will be 
in at yotuleryaioning bretu'h if only perusers xcilt rally to the 
philosophic .standard. 7'licy arc .sick of the woodeny puppetry 
they dispense, as on a i aee^course, to the roaring frivolous. 
IVell, if not dozens, half-dozens ; gallant pen.s are aliv>e ; one 
can speak of them tn the plural. I venture to say that they 
would be satisfied with a dozen for audienre, for a eommence- 
ment," 

DIANA OR Tim CROSSWAYH, thap. /, p. lb. 




V.—WOMAN IN THE NOVELS. 


Of all the many matters on which Mr. Meredith 
has written, he has written on none so often, or 
with greater authority and charm, than on ‘‘that 
mystery the human heart Female.'* And was 
this not to be expected, for where should a style 
such as his find fuller scope than in the delinea¬ 
tion of woman.? In her complex individuality, 
indeed, it meets with a subject for which it lias 
no redundant powers; for its subtlety her delicate 
psychology, and for its poetry is there not her ■ 
beauty? Mr. Meredith has written of her in 
many moods, he has said sly and wicked things 
about her innumerable, wise .things as many, and 
great and noble things no few. The former are 
best known; probably, because we still live in a 
masculine world, which delights not to quote 
against itself what woman can hardly quote in 
her own behalf. 
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expect that woman will be the last thing 
civilized by man ” is often on its lips, apparently 
unsuspecting that the saying may be two-edged 
and the advantages of being civilised \>y man** 
problematical; but it.is silent as to how “primitive 
men abound and will have their pasture.** 
Because Mr. Meredith often flirts with his sub¬ 
ject, it would be a mistake indeed to think that 
his prevailing mood in regard to it is other than 
one of most utter seriousness—for, before one 
jests with him upon it, certain passages of “black 
earnest” in The Egoist haye to be reckoned with. 
Certainly, no man has written more mercilessly 
against the brutal selfishness of his own sex in 
its relations with woman; by no means, however, 
on the platform of a modern “woman question,*’ 
but from the point of view of a humanity far 
broader. Diana and her sister queens would 

hardly have, won us had they been but 
pamphlets in petticoats. No, it is by their 
womanhood alone, in Mr. Meredith*s art as in 
that of any other who has won like success, that 
they rule over us. If asked what is the .quality 
that especially distinguishes Mr. .Meredith*s 
woman, it would be no bad answer to say that 
they eat . well and are not ashamed. In his 
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* * 

delineation of them his fearless adoption of the 
modern ^conception of the unity of body and 
spirit finds its poetry. No writer with whom I 
ani acquainted has made us so realise ^*the value 
and significance of flesh,’* ^nd spirit as the flower 
of it. In his women we seem to see the trans¬ 
mutation in process. 

He accepts as simple fact. what Rossetti 
was at one time so anathematised for express¬ 
ing, he too knows “not her body from her 
soul,” and he has been the first of the novelists 
to give her to art with all the bloom of her sweet 
physical holiness updn her —mulier as well as 
fentina. With sentimentality about her he has, 
therefore, no patience whatever. Of distinctions 
between the sexes not founded on organism 
he takes no account. 

“ A girl that was so like a boy” was Sir Austin 
Feverel's “ ideal of a girl.” I should say it is Mri 
.'Meredith’s too. “ The subsequent immense dis¬ 
tinction” he considers “less one of sex than of 
education.” The woman all feminine, the man 
• all masculine are terrors to him. That likeness 
in difference of which the Laureate has sung is 
his ideal of the relations of man and woman too. 
” .You meet now and then men,” he writes in 
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The Tragic Comedians “ who have the woman in 
them without being womanized; these are the 
pick of men. And the choicest women are those 
who yield not a feather of their womanliness for 
some amount of manlike strength . . . man’s 
brain, woman’s heart.’* Her conventional 
“ purity,” sentimental daintiness, are to him a 
dangerous superstition born of the selfish gross¬ 
ness of man. It is appetite not love that makes 
such demands. But " love: a word in many 
mouths not often explained,” what is that but 
“ a finer shoot of the tree stoutly planted in good 
gross earth ; the senses pouring their live sap, 
and the minds companioned, and the spirits made 
one by the whole-natured conjunction.” Mr. 
Meredith has nothing but scorn for that artificial 
line of demarcation between the sexes embodied 
in the ladies “ retiring ” from the dinner-table. 
• If the gentlemen’s after-dinner wine and wit are 
good things for the husband, there is no reason 
in nature why they should not be so for the wife 
also; and if not good for him, why, he should 
have the manliness to give them up altogether. 
One can hardly be wrong in reading Alvan’s 
robust conception of wifehood in The ^Tragic 
Comedians as Mr. Meredith’s own. It was not 
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only on the heights of* mind and heart that he 
and his Clotilde were to meet, bnt whatsoever 
things of sense* were wholesome for him, should 
she not share them too—wine and all 

** They marched to the table together, and sat together, and 
drank a noble Rhine wine together—true Rauenthal. llis ro¬ 
bustness of body and soul inspired the wish that his well-bocn 
wife might be, in her dainty fashion, yet honestly and without 
mincing, his possible boonfellow: he and she, glass in band, 
thanking the bountiful heavens, blessing mankind in chorus. It 
belonged to liLs hearty dicjjin of the wife he would choose, were 
she to be had.” 

This ideal of a “fair boonfellow of the rollick¬ 
ing faun” is surely better than the sneaking 
indulgence every man must feel his “after- 
dinner ” hour to be. 

To love the flower and be ashamed of the root 
is a pitiable silliness in Mr. Meredith’s eyes. To 
stand entranced at Lucy’s terrible youthful 
beauty, and to object to that plumping of her 
exquisite proportions on bread and butter (and 
“worse”!) without which that dazzling bloom of 
health could never have been upon her cheek; 
to ascend heaven on an aria and object to th^ 
tired prima donna recuperating on bottled stout, 
is incomprehensible illogicality. “True poets and 
true women have the native sense of the divine- 
ness of what the world deems gross material 
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substance/' he writes in Diana, and it is because 
Mr. Meredith too feels that divineness with such 
a passionate faith and worship, knows it so to be 
“at the founts of the world,” that the makebelieve 
poetry of sentimentalism seems such a laborious 
foolishness to him—as though men should 
become too fastidious for the “grossness” of 
natural sunlight, and choose to live by some 
glow-worm extract of cucumber. That woman 
should need stage-lights to make her wonderful 
seems the very strangest of errors. Why, she 
herself is a star!—a swaddled star (if the phrase 
be not too wild) swaddled in no end of senti¬ 
mental muslins and exhibited by Chinese lantern/ 
To tear these wrappages every one away, to put 
that stupid light out, and give her back to us 
again in all her old wonderful shining, that is^ 
what Mr. Meredith has set himself to do for her 
and us. 

Woman is really a.tradition with us to-day, a 
superstition, whose priests are the sentimentalists, 
latterday guardians of a revelation which long 
ago had life in it, but which they have so per¬ 
verted that it is hard to see in its feeble survival 
any trace of the old chivalric ideal. Mr. Mere¬ 
dith comes witli a new revelation of her old 
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divineness, for a long time now little more than 
a rumour kept in circulation by men for the sake 
of- resultant gratification on lower planes. To 
quote his own words once more, he destroys the 
poetry of sentimental woman, “the ideal of a 
waxwork sex,” to give us woman as she is, a 
starry reality “ undreamed of by sentimental 
man.” He brings to us a poet^s assurance, 
deepest of all, of the truth of that old instinct of 
'man that has given us Sybil and Norn. Woman 
is nearer to nature’s heart than man, as the poet 
is nearer, she lives more with the great things 
that alone make life worth having than he, she 
values the Eternities, and has but little of his 
comical seriousness with regard to .temporal 
things ; and by that reliance on her instincts and 
intuitions of which man has from time immem¬ 
orial made mock, she rises among his conventions 
an ever-springing fount of natural illumination. 
It is for this reason that she means so much to 
him, and for Mr. Meredith she means all. “ They 
are our ordeal,” said Sir Austin, warning Richard 
that “ th^re are women in the world, my son ” 

and agaiii in The Egoist — 

** Women have us back to the conditions of primitive man, or 
they shoot us higher than the topmost, star. But it is as we 
please. Let them tell us what we are to tliem: for us, they are 
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our back and fionl ofbfe ; the poet’s Lesbia, the poet’s Beatrice; 
ours IS the choice. And were it proved that some of the bright 
things arc m the pay of Darkness, with the stam]i of his com on 
their palms, and that some are the very angels we hear sung of, 
not the lesa might me say that they find us out, they have us by 
our leanings. They are to us what we hold of best or worst 
withm. By then state is our civilisation judged: ai^d if it is 
hugely animal still, that is because primitive men abound and 
will have their pastuie.” 

** Ours is the choice ” because ours is that 
strength, of body and brain, of which, as Mr. 
Meredith is constantly insisting, woman is by 
nature so resistlessly a worshipper ; hers is the 
light of the spirit, but where and how it shall 
burn is for man to say, it is in the power of his 
strength as a lamp in the hand. But, woe to him 
if he use it ill! “ For women are not the end, 

but the means of life, and they punish us for so 
perverting their uses. They punish society.” A 
man’s relations to woman, how he regards her, 
how he acts towards her, are the most significant 
things about him. The whole tragi-comedy of 
The Egoist comes, as has been seen, of the testing 
of Sir Willoughby by woman; and the phrase 
Mr. Meredith uses to describe one woman in 
Rhcda Fleming would, doubtless, more or less, 
also represent to him the whole sex—‘'a crucible- 
woman," one in contact with whom you were 
soon resolved to your component parts.” Of 
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that perversion of her uses Mr. Meredith, as .1 
have already hinted, has much to ‘say, and there 
can be no doubt that woman has yet had no such 
ally in her battle against masculinity as he; all 
the more precious because he is able to look at 
both sides, and as well as taking part in the 
battle with all his various powers, is able to do 
good camp-service in arming her against herself. 
Most men who take up the cause of woman do 
so sentimentally, as her slave, Mr. Meredith 
rather fights as her captain, the only way, as I 
fancy he has somewhere said, for man to help her. 
He can laugh at her too, which sentimental man 
dare never, and to be able to laugh at a woman 
is to have her in one’s power. Over her various 
quixotrics, and all her serious-faced patents for 
**emancipating” her sex, he is as merry as Adrian 
Harley on the solemn plotting of Richard and 
Ripton and for the female faddist and phil¬ 
anthropist he has as little mercy as Thackeray. 
“ Relapsed upon religion and little dogs ” in his 
caustic characterisation of Mrs. Caroline Grandi- 
son, into whose “garden of girls” Sir Austin 
Feverel carried the Cinderella slipper on behalf 
of his model son, and into the secrets of whose 
patent female forcing-house we are allowed to 
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fpllowr him, led by the good woman herself—that 
gymnasium fitted-up with ** swing-poles, and 
stride-poles, and newly invented instruments for 
bringing out special virtues : an instrument for 
the lungs: an instrument for the liver: one for 
the arms and thighs; one for the wrists ; the 
whole for the promotion of the Christian accom¬ 
plishments.” “ Woolly negroes blest her name, 
and whiskered John Thomases deplored her 
weight ” is another phrase by which she is com¬ 
mended to our unforgetfulness. And what 
characterisation of a well-known type of woman 
could be better than this of Lucie, Baroness von 
Crefeldt, in Tke Tragic Comedians] who, we are 
told, “ was one of those persons who after a pro¬ 
bationary term in the character of woman, had 
become men.” 

* 

One of Mr. Meredith's favourite pleasantries is 
to take woman at her word, give her the hearing 
.of that “reason” of her possession of which she is 
so anxious to assure us; then with a face of mock¬ 
seriousness expose her delicious illogicalities, her 

valiant* sophistries, and send her back to her 

■ 

feminine defences with the pout he has watched 

for-r-” you expect me to be all reason ! ” 

< Wise or not, he has the right to scheme his best to keep 
you * said Veidion Whitford, us Clara took him into> her con- 
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spiracy against Sir Willoughby. She looked on Vernon with a 
shade of wondering reproach, ‘ Why ? what right? ’ 

‘ The right you admit when you ask him to release you.” 

To Struggle for days in the net and then to 

exclaim “What net!“ is not this woman? And, 

again, what could be more delicious than Adrian’s 

reductio of Richard’s indignant vindication of 

Lucy from the blame of his marriage. 

“ ‘She did all she could to persuade me to wait! * emphasized 
Richard. Adrian shook his head with a deplorable smile. 

‘Come, come, my good Kicky; not all! not all!’ Richard 
bellowed: ‘What more could she have done ?’ 

‘She could have shaved her head, for instance.’” 

Wholesome laughter is perhaps woman’s 
greatest need, it blows away the sentimental 
gossamer (I had almost written cobweb) and Mr. 
Meredith’s is as generous as his own South-West. 
The rare cynical ring in it is kept for those- 
negative types for whom few of us would cry 
mercy. Mr. Meredith is able too, I said, to look 
at both sides df the great conflict. While untiring 
in his denunciation of man’s unworthy use of 
woman’s divineness, he does not forget that “bad 
is two-sexed upon earth,” and that man’s is only 
half the apple. If he so passionately appreciates 
her special greatness, it is not to forget his; while 
he recognises that the weakness of either sex is 
but an overgrowth of its strength—woman 
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becoming the slave rather than the mistress of 
those senses through which her illumination 
comes, and man driven by rather than driving 
that brain which is the fount of his strength. 

“ Get yon something of our purity 
And we will of your strength: wc ask no more/’ 

said the Fair Ladies in Revolt^ in that charming 
and masterly ballad in which Mr. Meredith 
embodies a duel in dialogue between the sexes— 
with the result that the ladies won one of their 
two opponents who had from the first, indeed, 
remained suspiciously silent during his friend’s 
attack. Strength, otherwise brain, “more brain, 
O Lord, more brain!” that—Mr. Meredith’s 
universal specific—is woman’s need, though one 
hesitates to chime in at once with “purity’* for 
man, remembering a notable saying of Sir Austin 

'S. 

Feverel’s, as he complimented Lady Blanche on 
her woman’s worship of strength—“strength in 
whatever form” is “the child of heaven; whereas 
purity is a characteristic and can be spotted—how 
soon!”—remembering that and the inevitable 
corollary which Lady Blanche at once detected, 
but which only one of Mr. Meredith’s dramatis 
persona could have so neatly formulated—“I see” 
she said archly “v/eare the lovelier vessels; you 
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claim the more direct descent. Men are seedlings: 
women slips! ” Now, of course, Mr. Meredith 
does not mean that, and when he says that 
man's need is purity I cannot think that he uses 
the word merely as Sir Austin did, for that would 
be to name all that something “which places 
woman so high ” a paltry gloss indeed, and re¬ 
duce the feminine to a poor sum of degrees north 
or south of man^ when does not the whole of 
nature witness it as one of the two equal poles on 
which the world spins round. I shall not venture 
to say exactly what Mr. Meredith does mean, but 
suggest the substitution of the word “Spirit" for 
“ purity,” as one has already written “ brain " for 
“ strength" and leave the masculine reader to 
think out his need for himself. Whether Mr. 
Meredith’s specific is indeed the feminine pan¬ 
acea he asserts lovers of Diana may, perhaps, be 
pardoned for doubting, for she had brain, surely, 
and yet if her story means anything it would 
seem to testify against Mr, Meredith's theory; 
at every important crisis of her life her brain 
seemed at once to abdicate, and leave her at the 
mercy of her impulses. Once a woman always a 
woman. Besides is not brain “two sexed on earth” 
also ? At least I found Mr. Meredith paying a 
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compliment to “the fine brain of woman ” some¬ 
where, I am certain—and . . . .*but I can fancy 
Mr. Meredith exclaiming with Alvan “ Oh, she’s 
a riddle, of course. I don’t pretend to spell every 
letter of her.” And yet how many has he spelt I 

it would'seem indeed that he has “sprouted ’’those. 

_ _ « 

“petticoats” which Tracy Runningbrook sighed 
the lack of “ for the answering of purely feminine 
questions ; ” or as if in some mystic manner he 
had become initiated mason-wise into their sex- 
For, all their nuances j all their “ feminine silk- 
flashes of meaning/’ seem familiar to him, every 
little trick of their nerves, every whim of their 
blood, every warm sweet secresy of it too. Yet 
with what an exquisitely tender reverence does 
he touch them, like some gentle physician with 
his stethoscope at the bosom of a blushing girl 

• 9 

What a bloom is there on every dear revelation I 
That picture of Sandra “glad to extinguish the 
candle and be covered up dark in the circle of her 
warmth ; ” or the observation of “ the mellowed 
depth, the soft human warmth, which marriage 
had lent to her voice ” in after years in Italy. If 
any man has written of motherhood as Mr. 

*The reapder of Mr, Meredith is supposed to be * up* in '* the Dot and , 
Dasb Language! 
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Meredith has written I have yet to meet with his 
work' I suppose there are poor folk in the wprld 
capable of misunderstanding those delicate pages 
in Richard Feverel which tell how Lucy’s 

“Innocent maidenhood awoke 
To inanied innocence ” 

under the delicious care of good “Bessie Berry” 

^—but, like Modern Love and everything great or 

beautiful in the world, such writing 

“ is not meat 

For little people or for fools,” 

and, happily, the world is not quite made up of 

such. Mr. Meredith is safe With the rest. 

I do not propose here to consider one by one 

those individual women “whose names are five 

> 

sweet symphonies.” Apart from the question of 
space, I cannot think whom it would benefit. 
To imagine that I could in a page or two give 
them to the reader who* has yet to know them 
would be a poor compliment to their perfection, 
and what reader who knows them already would 
not be filled with furious impatience at the pre¬ 
sumptuous surplusage ? Moreover, I have nothing 
of the nature of British “criticism” to offer upon 
th^m, and passages of exclamatory admiration, 
unless one can do them as well as Mr. Swinburne, 
are little profitable. 
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Diana Warwick, Sandra Belloni, Clara Middle- 
ton, Rhoda Fleming, Cecilia Halkett—*‘Shakes- 
pcare’s women” all: and let no man miss Alvan’s 
Clotilde, imperishable type of that feminine 
cowardice of which, Mr. Meredith says, all young 
women are trained; or that wonderful study of 
woman in her great natural r61e of charlatan, the 
Countess de Saldar. And these, of course, are 
not all, nor arc the rest forgotten though 
unnamed. Could one forget a Renee thus 
described? 

. a brunette of the fine lineaments of the good 
blood of France., She chattered snatches of Venetian caught 
from the gondoliers, she was like a delicate cup of crystal brim¬ 
ming with the beauty of the place, and making one . . . 
drink in all his impressions through her. Her features had the 
soft irregularities which run to rarities of beauty, as the ripple 
rocks the light; mouth, eyes, brows, nostrils, and bloomy checks 
played into one another liquidly; thought flew, tongue followed, 
and the flash of meaning quivered over them like night-lightning. 
Or oftener, to speak truth, tongue flew, thought followed: her 
age was but newly seventeen, and she was French.” 

This is as good as the famous “dainty rogue 
in porcelain” or “the look of the nymph that 
had gazed too long on the faun, and had unwit¬ 
tingly copied his lurking lip and longslidin]^ 
eye; ” phrases belonging to that Clara whom Mr. 
Meredith seems to have determined to make 
blessed above women, if description could do it; 
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though, in truth, there is no woman he has ever 
written about who does not live in our memory 
by some such vivid phrase or sensitive character¬ 
isation. His style certainly attains its finest 
flower in her service ; that delicate power of dis¬ 
tinguishing “ the half-tones humming round the 
note of a strung wire, which is a blunt single 
note to the common ear,” and that touch so light 
to render every impression with its virgin bloom. 
As I have given the exoteric reader but little 
opportunity of judging for himself, I shall not 
apologise to any who may know the passage by 
heart for quoting here probably the most bcauti- 
ful of all Mr. Meredith's descriptions of woman, 
that of Clara walking in a breeze. 

“ . . she wore a dress cunning to embrace the shape 

and flutter loose about it, in the spirit of a summer’s day. 
Calypso-clad, Dr. Middleton would have called her. See the 
silver birch in a breeze: here it swells, there it scatters, and it is 
puffed to a round and it streams like a pennon, and now gives 
the glimpse and shine of the white stem’s line witliin, now hurries 
over it, denying that it was visible, with a chatter along the 
sweeping folds, while still the white peeps through. She had 
the wonderful art of dressing to suit the season and the sky. To¬ 
day the art was ravishingly companionable with her sweet-lighted 
face; too sweet, too vividly-meaningful for pretty, if not of £he 
strict severity for beautiful. Millinery would tell us that she wore 
a fichu of thin white muslin crossed in front on a dress of the 
same light stuff, trimmed with deep rose. She carried a grey- 
silk parasol, traced at the borders with green creepers, and acroj^ 
the arm devoted to Crossjay, a length of trailing ivy, and in that 

H 



q8 tVOMAN IN THE NOVELS, 

hand a bunch of the first long grasses. These hues of re<l rose 
and green and pale green, ruffled and pouted in the billowy white 
of the dress ballooning and valleying softly, like a yacht before 
the sail bends low; but she walked not like one blown against; 
resembling rather the day of the South-West driving the clouds, 
gallantly firm in commotion; interfusing colour and varying in 
her features from laugh to smile and look of settled pleasure, like 
the heavens above the breeze.” 

Such a picture as this, such poetry with such 
particularisation, seems to me not only a triumph 
for Mr. Meredith, but for the literary art itself. 
And this coral-island perfection is all the more 
striking in a writer who is such a master of a 
method so diverse as his own great impressionism. 

Small painters .should never read Mr.Meredith 
if they would work again. 



VI.—“ MODERN LOVE" AND NATURE 

POETRY. 

A CULT within a cult is an interesting literary 
development, and such, if it be not already 
established, it will be quite safe to predict before 
long in the case of Mr. Meredith. For, now 
that his novels are threatened with popu¬ 
larity, it will be strange if that “acute and 
honourable minority ” which has so long rejoiced 
in secret “ to be thwacked with aphorisms and 
sentences and a fantastic delivery of the verities ” 
docs not intrench itself behind his verse. It 
pays the penalty of that insane desire to “go 
shares ” in a new thing which is so common 
that it should conclusively demonstrate the 
altruism of humanity, and pf which, of course, 
the present volume* is a paradoxical example ; 
it has called in the man from the highways to 
the feast only to find that really, after all, it is 
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impossible for them to eat together. It is 
beginning to feel what Mr. John Addington 
Symonds, for example, will to a certainty one 
day experience, if he is not already repenting his 
generous impulse to “ share” his secluded Davos. 

The recent outcry concerning Mr. Meredith*s 

novels has already attracted the excursionists of 
■ 

literature, there are fatal signs of them in the 
beloved land. It is already considered neces¬ 
sary to read those arcana without understanding, 
or to lie about them; and that old minority will 
be fortunate if it still keeps its faith before the 
spectacle of ungainly and foolish conversion. 

But in the case of Mr. Meredith’s verse his 
disciples may, I think, rest secure of intrusion ; 
for it is long since it was deemed necessary to 
rdad good poetry, and all who love it in sincerity 
and truth will hope it may be still longer before 
it is deemed so again. Thanks to that, poetry at 
the present time is the one art comparatively free 
from vulgarisation, our one 

** Shadowy isle of bliss 
Midmost the V)^ting of the steely sea.” 

Thus, happier than the man who discovers a 
new novelist, the critic of poetry may reveal his 
latest find without danger of invasion from* 
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Philistia; only those who are really his fellows 
will have ears to hear, he will win that sympathy 
which is so passionate a need, and none the less 
escape the garlic-eating “ brother.” 

Most of us have, I suspect, come to Mr. 
Meredith’s verse by way of his prose, which in 
the case of almost any other writer would mean 
with a presumption against it, except, of course, 
in so far as it rnight be modified by gratitude 
for past delight or that curiosity which always 
attaches to an artist’s essays in a new medium. 

Many prose-writers, the majorit)^ in fact, have 
first written verse; yet as it has been to them 
(what, indeed, it is becoming the fashion to re- 
gard it all round) but as the grindstone on which 
to sharpen the fine tools of prose, their verse has 
more interest than value. It is but the leaf not 
the flower of their genius. Mr. Meredith’s 
prose, however, is generally so akin in its 
imaginative method to verse, that one comes 
with confidence to his rhymed poetry, expecting 
at least the same qualities of pow^cr as have 
already won us. Nor are we disappointed. For, 
although Mr. Meredith has undoubtedly sharp¬ 
ened the tools of prose upon his verse, it has been 
as one knife is sharpened'on another knife, and 
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certainly the flower of his genius is double. 

That 1851 volume of “ Poems on which the 

I 

bookish virtuoso sets such price, is really worth 
more to art than one would expect from a 
knowledge of its foster-parent—for, pleasant and 
certainly happiest of fellow^s as the ‘‘bookman” is, 
how rarely does he rescue us a diamond from 
his dustheap! Oddity and sentiment are dear 
to him, but he has weak eyes for greatness— 
saving exceptions, of course, among which count 
these “ Poems, by George^ Meredith, John VV. 
Parker and Sons, 1851.” And these became 
dear, we may be sure, through no recognition of 
a new eye upon nature in The South- West Wind 
in the Woodland ,and the Pastorals^ or of the 
delicious freshness of note and chasteness of 
touch of Love in the Valley, but through a canny 
forecast of “ the Meredith market” that was to be. 
And, indeed, a casual glance therein might easily 
have missed the significance of the book, for the 
greater part of it is made up of the graceful 
sentimentalities and insipid “ antiques ” of the 
“ keep-sake ” school, though here and there is a 
linev or a lyric decidedly beyond them. But had 
it once fallen upon a page of that South- West 
Wind there should have been no mistake. Rare 
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twins, the eye of a naturalist and the voice of a 
poet, were unmistakeably present 

“ The great south-west drives o’er the earth, 

And loosens all his roaring robes 
Behind him, over heath and m<x)r,” 

for none but a poet with an imagination as mas¬ 
culine as his voice, and who else gives us linqs of 
description such' as these ? 

“ Now, whirring like an eagle’s wing 
Preparing for a wide blue flight,— 

Now flapping like a sail that tacks 
And chides the wet bewildered mast, 

Now, screaming like an anguished thing 
Chased close l)y some down-breathing lx:ak, 

Now, wailing like a breaking heart, 

That will not wholly break, but hopes 
With hope that knows itself in vain; 

Now, threatening like a storm-charged cloud, 

Now, cooing like a woodland dove, 

Now, up again in roar and wrath 
High soaring and wide sweeping, now 
With sudden fury dAshing down 
Full-force on the awaiting woods.” 

What poet even unless he have added the 
naturalist’s sensitive instinct, which hears with¬ 
out listening, sees without watching, and remem¬ 
bers without a book The south-west wind is a 
passion with Mr. Meredith. It often blows in 
his novels, and there is another fine poem to it 
in A Reading of Earth, “ Love in the Valley 
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is the one poem Mr. Meredith has deemed worthy 
of reprinting. It reappears with much new 
beauty, in the Poems and Lyrics of the Joy of 
* Earth. But there is one at least of the “ Pastor¬ 
als** which should surely have been reprinted 
too, and from which, as the volume is so rarely 
to be seen, I shall venture to make a somewhat 
lengthy quotation. 

“ Summer glows warm on the meadows ; then come, let us 
roam thro’ them gaily, 

Heedless of heat, and the hot-kissing sun, and the fear of dark 
freckles; 

For never one kiss will he give on a neck, or a lily-white 
forehead, 

Chin, hand, or fair bosom uncover’d, all jjanting, to take the 
chance coolness,— 

But surely the hot hery pressure shall leave its brown seal of 
espousal. 

Still heed him not; come, tho’ he kiss till the soft little 
upi^er-lip loses 

Half its pure whiteness; just speckl’d where the curve of the 
rosy mouth reddens. 

Come, let him kiss, let him kiss, and his kiss shall make thee 
the sweeter, 

Thou art no nun veil’d and vow’d; doom’d to nourish a with¬ 
ering pallor! 

City.exotics Ixjside thee would show like bleach’d linen at 
mid-day, 

Hung upon hedges of eglantine! Thpu in the freedom of 
nature, 

Full of her beauty and wisdom, gentleness, joyance, and 
kindlitiess! 
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Come, and like bees we will gather the rich golden honey of 
noontide; 

Deep in the sweet summer meadows, borderM by hillside and. - 
river; 

Lined with long trenches half-hidden, where, sweetest, the^ 
smell of white meadow-sweet 

Blissfully hovers—O sweetest! but pluck it not! even in the 
tenderest 

Grasp it will lose breath and wither; like many, not made for 
a posy. 

See the sun slopes do\^'n the meadows, where all the flowers 
are falling! 

Falling unhymnM; for the nightingale scarce ever charms>thc 
long twilight; 

Mute with the cares of the nest; only known by a * chuck, 
chuck,’ and dovelike 

» 

Low call of content, but the (Inch and the linnet and blackcap 
pipe loudly. 

From elms round the western hill-side warbles the rich-bill’d 
onzel; 

And the shrill throstle is filling the dusky thickening copses; 

Singing o’er hyacinths hid, and most honey’d of flowers, 
white field-rose. 

O joy thus to revel all day in the grass of our own l^loved 
country; 

Revel all day, till the lark mounts at eve with his sweet 
* tirra-lirra ’; 

Thrilling delightfully. See, on the river the slow rippled 
surface 

Shining; the slow ripple broadens in circles; the brigh 
‘ surface ^moothens; 

Now it is flat as the leaves of the yet unseen water-lily. 

There dart the lives of a day, ever-varying tactics fantastic. 

There by the wet-mirror’d osiers, the emerald wing of the 
kingfisher 
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Flashes, the iish in his beak! There the dab-chick dived, and 
the motion 

Lazily undulates all thro’ the tall standing army of nishcs. 

O joy thus to revel all day, till the twilight turns us homeward ! 

Till all the lingering deep-blooming splendour of sunset is over, 

And the one star shines mildly in mellowing hues, like a spirit 

Sent to assure us that light never dieth, tho’ day is now buried. 

Saying; to-morrow, to-morrow, few hours intervening, that 
interval 

Tuned by the woodlark in heaven, to morrow my semblance, 
far eastward, 

Heralds the day ’lis my mission eternal to seal and to prophecy. 

Come then and homewartl; passing down the close path of 
the meadows. 

Home like the bees stored with sweetness; each with a ark 
in the bosom. 

Trilling for ever, and oh ! will yon lark ever cease to sing up 
there ?” 

Was the summer sumptuousness of the real 
English fields and not those of some dream- 
island “ far from all men’s knowing ” ever so ex¬ 
pressed for us, and all the delicious sensuous 
absorption that in such a ramble lengthens a 
July day into a summer and drowns as in 
wine the memory of the town. What minute 
pictures too I 

'• There, by the wet-mirror’d osiers, the emerald wing of the 
kingfisher 

Flashes, the fish in his beak ! there the dab-chick dived and 
the motion 

Lazily undulates all thro’ the tall standing army of rushes.”— 
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or that pathetic vignette of the nightingale “mute 
with the cares of the nest ” (like how many 
another poor poet); while the whole poem is 
suffused with that divine suggestivenes, without 
which a picture of nature is, mere earth and 
timber. Mr. Meredith’s studies of her in her 
sibylline moods, and the fine manly philosophy 
he has learnt from her, were yet to come. 

At this point it will .be well to abandon the 
chronological method, as too unwieldy for the 
scope of such a paper as this, and in which there 
is always a danger of not being able to see the 
wood for the trees; and try to gain a broad view 
of Mr. Meredith’s verse as it at present lies 
garnered in his four more representative volumes. 
The one question with which such an enquiry is 
concerned is—what does this poet bring us that 
we can find nowhere else ? To which 1 would 
make answer—a new poetry of nature, and 
Modern Love. 

Let us first consider the latter. In the same 
volume arc some^enre pictures of country, life, 
the power and oharm of which could not well be 
overstated, the quaintness, the colour, the, dra¬ 
matic vividness of phrase— 

“ F.asy to think that grieving’s folly 

. IVhen the hand'sJinufts driven stakes," 
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says "Juggling Jerry ” in a poem which has won 
nearest to popularity of any of the verses of a 
poet who has never known what it is to be 
** lapped in the elysium of a new edition/’ 

Ask most people about Mr. Meredith’s poetry 
and it is strange if they do not quote “ Juggling 
Jerry ” or some other of these Poems of the 
English Roadside.” But, surely, fine as they are, 
not in them resides the incommunicable, and to 
know them and miss the poem which gives the 
title to the volume were almost as unpardonable 
as to know the Laureate only by his “ Northern 
Farmer.” Again, “ Margaret’s Bridal Eve ” is a 
beautiful poem, well deserving the praise it has 
won, and the Ballads and Poems of Tragic Life 
are full of fine things, such as that livid picture 
of Attila’s death chamber, with the frenzied wife 
who has murdered him, 

Huddled in the corner dark, 

^ Humped and grinning like a cat: ” 

but they are for the most part, nevertheless, 
studies in the conventional subjects of tragedy, 
and in the manner—more or less Meredithised 
certainly—of other poets. They are. quite 
remarkable enough to give Mr. Meredith a place 
above the crowd of modern singers, but not that 
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higher seat which, in my judgment, is his, in 
right of the Songs and Lyrics of the foy of Earth 
'and Modem Love, 

Modem Love is Mr. Meredith’s one great poem 
of tragic life. It is, moreover, Mr. Meredith’s 
one great achievement in poetic art. 

All the other qualities of poetry are to be 
found on any page of his volumes, but, with the 
exception of this and one or two other shorter 
piecc.s, such as “The Meeting,” the quality of art, 
the architectural faculty, is lacking. “ Every 
section of this great progressional poem,” said 
Mr. Swinburne, in a noble vindicatory letter 
against the criticism of the Spectator^ “ being 
connected with the other by links of the finest 
and most studied workmanship.” And as art is,* 
of course, the one antidote against “ the opium 
of time,” this is likely, despite the notable nature 
poems yet to be considered, to be the one poem 
which will carry to posterity the name of George 
Meredith as a writer of verse. 

It is a story of the unhappy wedlock of two 
who were, the poet tells us, 

** rapid fsilcons in a snarf, 

Condemn’d to do the flitting of the bat. 

Lovers beneath the singing sky of May, 

They wander’d once;” 
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but now!—let the wonderful picture of the 
opening sonnet express their present unhappiness. 

" By this he knew she wept with waking eyes: 

That, at his hand’s light quiver by her head, 

The strange low sobs that shook their common l)ed 
Were called into her with a sharp surprise, 

And strangled mute, like little gaping snakes, 

Dreadfully venomous to him. She lay 

Stone-still, and the long darkness flow’d away 

With muffled pulses. Then, as midnight makes 

Her giant heart of Memory and Tears 

Drink the pale drug of silence, and so Ixiat 

Sleep’s heavy measure, they from head to feet 

Were moveless, looking through their dead black yearA, 

By vain regret scrawlM over the blank wall. 

Like sculptured efligics they might be seen 
Uix>n their marriage-tomb, the sword between; 

■ Each wishing for the sword that severs all.” 

So, day by day, “each suck’d a secret and each 
wore a mask,” she wooed by another, and he 
with hidden knowledge of her sin. 

But, no common natures are these two, no 
vulgar misalliance is theirs; else were there no 
story ; rather are they two instruments each fine, 
each capable of discoursing excellent music by 
itself or with its natural complement, yet never 
intended to be played together, which, however, 
fate has insisted on wedding in a duet. “ It is 
no vulgar nature I have wived,” says the husband, 
and again 
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“ The misery is greater, as I live !* 

To know her flesh so pur©, so keen her sense, 

That she does penance now for no offence, 

Save against Love.” 

Therefore, the story is one of Mr. George 
Meredith’s own dramas of fine shades and sub¬ 
limated sensitiveness which have their action in 
the mind and heart, rather than in the daylight 
world of labelled “ act and deed,” with sufferings, 
need pne say, none the less piercing, and crises 
none the less portentous for that. 

V 

“ Beneath the surface this, while by the fire 
They sat, she laughing at a quiet joke.” 

Only a very careful study of the poem, line 
by line, can, of course, reveal the fulness of its 
masterly subtlety—^but even that inconsiderate 
person who expects to run and read at the same 
time could hardly miss gaining deep hints thereof. 
Of such fine fibre is the husband that we find him 
so reverent of his wife and of the claims of her 
true heart’s love over his mere husband’s ** rights 
liy law established ” as to be able to say— 

** It cannot be such harm on her cool brow 
To put a kiss ? Yet if I meet him there! 

But she is mine! Ah, no! I know too well 
1 claim a star whose light is overcast: 

I claim a phantom-woman in the Past. 

The hour has struck, though I heard not the bell! ” 
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For distraction'he appeals to pleasure and to 
philosophy alike in vain, gnawed at by suspicion 
and sick with yearning for those “splendours, 
mysteries, dearer because known,” which “ her 
shoulder in the glass,” albeit so familiar, inspires. 

Yet it was plain she struggled, and that salt 
Of righteous feeling made her pitiful.”— 

and at times it seemed that they might be on the 

very threshold of the old Saturnian reign once 

more, if either could take one step nearer, which 

Pride, however, always interfered to prevent. 

The cause of their estrangement suggests a? 

bitter reflection on woman. 

“ In I..ove’s deep woods 
I dreamt of loyal Life:—the offence is there j ” 

A woman’s jealousy will not even brook the 

rivalry of a dream. 

** My crime is that, the puppet of a dream, 

1 plotted to l)e wortliy of the world. 

Oh, had I with my darling help’d to mince 
The facts of life, you still had seen me go 
With hindward feather and with forward toe, 

Her much-adored delightful Fairy Prince ! ” 

And the hardest pain to bear is not the loss of 
the future of “ dim rich skies ” so dear to all men, 
but that of the past now proved illusion. If that 

« Were Arm, or might be blotted: but the whole 
Of life is mixed: the mocking Past must stay: 

And if I drink oblivion of a day. 

So shorten 1 the stature of my soul.” 
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Yet how different is Nature’s.acceptance of the 
“ over and gone ” ! 

** ‘I play for seasons; not eternities! ’ 

^ Says Nature, laughing on her way. *• So must 

All those whose stake is nothing more tlxin dust! * 

And lo, she wins, and of her harmonies 
She is full sure! Upon her dying rose 
She drops a look of fondness and goes by, 

Scarce any retrospection in her eye; 

For she the laws of growth most deeply knows, 

Whose hands bear, here, a seed>bag; there, an um. 
Pledged she herself to aught, ’twould mark her end ! 

This lesson of our only visible fnend. 

Can we not teach our foolish hearts to learn ? 

Yes! yes !—but oh, our human rose is fair 
Suipassingly ! Lose calmly I.ove’s great bliss, 

When the renew’d forever of a kiss 
Sounds thro’ the listless hurricane of hair! ” 

Then a fourth is added to the drama by the 
husband's looking for comfort, though “with 
little prospect of a cure,” on a woman to whom 
through the rest of the poem he refers as his 
“Lady” as distinguished from his wife—with the 
consequence that the latter has another “ veering 
ht,” and illustrates what her husband was after¬ 
wards to experience, 

** How many a thing which we /cast to the ground, 

When others pick it up becomes a gem.” 

Can it be true that “women still may love 
whom they deceive,” since she is jealous! Then 
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comes this sonnet, so delicately pictorial, so 
vividly dramatic, and, like them all, so masculine 
in phrase. 

• “ T think she sleeps : it must be sleep, when low 

Hangs that abandon’d arm towards the floor: 

The hand turn’d with it. Now make fast the door. 

Sleep on: it is your husband, not your foe! 

The Poet's black stage-lion of wrong’d love. 

Frights not our modern dames:—well, if he did! 

Now will I pour new light upon that lid, 

Full-sloping like the breasts beneath. ‘ Sweet dove, 

* Your sleep is pure. Nay, pardon; 1 disturb. 

* 1 do not ? well! ’ Her waking infant stare 

(irows woman to the burden my hands bear: 

Her own handwriting to me when no curb 

Was left on Passion’s tongue. She trembles thro’ ; 

• A woman’s tremble—the whole instrument;— 

1 show another letter lately sent. 

The words are very like: the name is new.” 

Ah me! for the old nights when by the 
‘‘clicking coal** they used to sit, and he talk senti¬ 
mentality about the ceciditflosoi'Lowf^y —yet never 
thought it then. To the world, however, they are 
the happiest of couples. “ They see no ghost.** 
“ Hiding the skeleton " is the game and it is so 
well played that they “waken envy of their happy 
lot.** “Fast, sweet,' and golden, shows our mar¬ 
riage-knot.’* O! to be like Jack and Tom and 
Moll and Meg on that country green! They 
are happy enough, God keep them so—yet what 
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is their happiness?—O cynic!—“'tis true that 

when we trace its source, *tis beer.” The finding 

of “a wanton-scented tress” reminds him of an 

old amour,—for he was never 

of those miserable males 
Who sniff at vice, and, diiring not to snap. 

Do therefore hope for Heaven ”— 

and the discovery makes him ask himself 

If for that'time I must ask charity, 

Have I not any charity to give ? ” 

The bitterest cup of unconscious mockery is 
held to their lips one evening by a young friend 
about to be married, who, full of talk of his “most 
wondrous she,” demands their blessing, “con¬ 
vinced that words of wedded lovers must bring 
good.” 

“ We question : if we dare ! or if we should! 

And pat him, wth light laugh. We h^ve not winced. 
Next, she has fallen. Fainting points the sign 
To happy things in wedlock. When she wakes 
She looks the star that thro^ the cedar shakes: 

Her lost moist hand clings mortally to inine.“ 

Then it is evident that she is struggling to speak 
out her secret to him—she has nervous fits and 
falls into tears when he is by, but 

** She will not speak. I will not ask. We are 
League-sundcr’d by the silent gulf between.” 



116 “ MODERN ROl'E,'^ HTC\ 

\ 

“ ’Tis Christmas weather, and a country house 
Receives us: rooms are full; w'e can but get 
An attic-crib. Such lovers will not fret 
At that, it is half-said. The great carouse 
Knocks hard u^xin the midnight’s hollow door. 

Rut when I knock at hers, I see the pit. 

Why did Tcome here in that dullard ht ? 

I enter, and lie couch’d upon the floor. 

Passing, I caught the coverlid’s (piick lx;at:— 

Come, Shame, burn to my soul! and Pride, and Pain— 
Foul demons that have tortured me, sustain ! 

Out in the freezing darkness the lambs bleat. 

The small bird stiffens in the low starlight. 

I know not how, but, shuddering as I slept, 

I dream’d a banished Angel to me crept: 

My feet were nourish’d on her breasts all night. ” 

Yet, why will she not speak ? 

“ Oh ! I do but wait a sign ! 

Pluck out the eyes of Pride ! thy mouth to mine ! 

Never ! though I die thirsting. Go thy ways ! 

He is worried and unstrung. “ Distraction is 
the panacea,’* says the’ doctor—so let it be, any¬ 
thing the devil may offer, for “ he seemed kind 
when not a soul would comfort.”—Ah! my Lady! 

** Lady, I am content 
To play with you the game of Sentiment, 

And with you enter on paths perilous : ” 

but if he indeed does give himself to her, his 
slighted egoism speaks, she must be^utterly his. 

** I feel the promptings of Satanic power. 

While you do homage unto me alone.” 
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Yet, how is it that this new* love has little of 
the wonder and brings none,of the peace of the 
old ? 

“ Am I failing ? for no longer can I cast 
A glory round about this head of gold. 

Glory she wears, but springing from the mould : 

Not like the consecration of the Past ! 

* 

Is my soul Ixjggar’d ? Something more than earth 
I cry for still: I cannot Ixr at peace 
In having Love upon a mortal lease. 

I cannot take the.woman .at her worth ! 

Where is the ancient wealth wherewith I clothed 
Our human nakedness, and could endow 
With spiritual splendour a white brow 
' That else had grinn’d at me the fact I loath’d ? 

A kiss is but a kiss now T and no wave 
. Of a great flood that whirls me to the sea. 

But, as you will! we’ll sit contentedly, 

And eat our pot of honey on the grave.” 

Only one man before Mr. Meredith has written 
lines of such pathos as the sixth and seventh 
here, or of such shuddering grimness as the last 
two—what a picture of “ middle-aged sensuality** 
ft there! It is as fearful as Holbein. Yet there 
is a line in the next sonnet even more fearfuL 
In that chill mood of disillusion which he has 
now reached, sitting with the kisses of his mis¬ 
tress dust and ashes on his lips, he philosophises 
on the evolution of Love. 
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** First, animals; and next, 

Intelligences at a leap; on whom 
Pale lies the dutajpt.shadow of the tomb, 

And all that draweth on the tomb for text.’* 

With brain has come the sense of death, for 
the first time it is a factor in our schemes, schemes 
shrunken by its admission from eternity to an 
hour. But “ into this state comes Love,^’ and in 
the intense wonderful life he brings, death is for¬ 
gotten, nay ! is “ impossible,”—the light is so 
strong, darkness must be a myth. 

“ the shadow loses form. 

We are the lords of life, and life is warm. 

Intelligence and instinct now are one.” 

Put love takes flight and then we see how that 
extravagant faith was but a “ rose in the blood,” 
a flattery of passion—And we stand waken’d, 
shivering from our dream.” Happy then is he 
who can learn from nature,—she, who,in an earlier 
sonnet we were told, plays “for seasons not 
eternities ”—to “ live but with the day ” and plod 
and plod untroubled by to-morrow. La^fy, then 
sneers the sonneteer, this is the best I can say 
for love, this philosophy of the charnel, we are 
too wearily wise for sentimental lollipops, it is 
no use craving a sonnet to your shoe-tie, we are 
long past that, at least I am, and this grim stuff 
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is my modern apology for gallSantry, ** Lady, this 
is my sonnet to your eyes” This is a downright 
wicked line. It was so Mephistopheles laughed 
beneath Marguerites’ window. Only the lost so 
cruelly sneer. 

Then a more peaceful mood awhile prevails, 
he looks at his mistress with less jaundiced ayes; 
if the heart cannot endow her with that “ancient 
wealth of spiritual splendour ” there is much in 
her to stimulate the mind. 

“ This g<>l»len head has wit in it. I live 
Again, and a far higher life, near her.” 

Moreover, she has “ that rare gift to beauty, 
Common Sense.” 

And she is very beautiful too. That bloom 
he was just despairing of is indeed on her face 
and she has that ardour of nature which can 
walk with him from fire to fire and slake that 
. passionate thirst, with which so long he has been 
“languishing in drouth,” though with all she 
cannot win him complete oblivion of that sorrow 
through which he sought her. 

“ One restless corner of my heart, (>r head, 

That holds a dying something never dead, 

Still frets, though Nature giveth all she can. 

It means, that woman is not, I opine, 
tier sex’s antidote. Who seeks the asp 
For serpents’ kites ? ’Twoiild calm me could I clasp 
Shrieking Bacchantes with their souls of wine ! ” 
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The next sonnet reveals that this last act has 
been played with a continental health resort for 
its stage, whereon now enters Madam/* 

Husband and wife exchange the usual courtesy 
enquiries and off-hand answers, through which, 
however, on the part of the wife, come cries from 
the smothered suffering underneath. Of these 
he coldly affects to take no heed, but still he 
cannot but be moved by the refined sensitiveness 
of his wife’s nature, which makes no vulgar show 
of pain and allows itself no vulgar solace— 
though, surely, there is danger in such pent 
feeling, for herself, if not for him. 

“ She is not one 

Long to endure this torpidly, and shun 
The drugs that crowd about a woman’s hand.” 

At last comes a meeting between his wife and 
his mistress, and the nuances of womanly finesse 
in their attitude to each other fill him with 
cynical wonderment. From the next sonnet but 
one we gather that his mistress has been feeling 
pity for his wife and urging him to cleave to her 
and let their liaison come to an end. But no! 
he says, to cleave to her would be sacrilege 
vileness. It is either you or that. 

** Give to'ima^nation some pure light 
In human form to fix it, or you shame 
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The devils with that hideous human game:— 

Imagination urgii^ appetite !,. 

Imagination is the charioteer 

That, in deiault of lietter, drives the hogs. 

So, therefore, my dear Lady, let me love 1 ” ^ 

To this— 

** She yields: my Lady in her noblest mood 
Has yielded: ” 

and there comes a golden hour of “ music- and 
moonlight,” wherein the cup of his dreams seems 
to run over, and his “bride of every sense” 
seems found at last. But on his way homeward, 
lo! his wife and her lover! and at once his heart, 
that just now had been so full of music, is 
writhing with a jealousy that would have seemed 
impossible yesterday. 

“ Can I love one, 

And yet l?e jealous of another?” 

O ! what shall he do ? Can he achieve peace 

“ by turning to this fountain-source of woe,” and 

seeking the old love at the old shrine—but there 

is no guidance anywhere, and 

“ The dread that my old love may be alive, 

Has seiz’d my nursling new love by the throat.” 

. Next we read— 

* ‘ We two have taken up a lifeless vow 
To rob a living passion : dust for fire ! ” 

and that vileness he so feared has come upon 
thpm, 
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If I the death of Love had deeply plann’d» 

I never could have made it half so sure, 

As by the unblessed kisses which upbraid 
The full-waked sense ; or, failing that, degrade 

Yes, love is surely dead in him, for pity has 
come to take its place—a certain sign. She 
knows, too; it makes her rave with pain, and 
so the days go by. One day they are in the 
fields—in “ the season of the sweet wild-rose — 
“ my Lady’s emblem in the heart of me.” He 
plucks one and dreams over it. Madam comes 
along and demands it of him. He drops it, and. 
as they walk on, he feels her stop and crush it 
under heel with trembling limbs.” 

These,” mocks the sad heart, “ These are 
, the summer days, and these our walks.” At last 
an accident breaks the unnatural silence between 
them. He finds her one morning in a wood with 
her lover. 

“ I moved 

Towards her, and made proffer of my arm. 

She took it simply, with no rude alarm ; 

And that disturbing shadow pass'd reproved. 

I felt the pain’d speech coming, and declared 

My firm belief in her, ere she could speak. 

A gliastly morning came into her cheek, 

While with a widening soul on me she stared.” 

The next great sonnet, in spite of the multi¬ 
tude of foregoing quotations, must be quoted 
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entire—^the sonnet of which.Mr. Swinburne has 
said that “ a more perfect piece of writing no 
man alive has ever turned out ” Witness lines 
5 to 8 

“ We saw the swallows gathering in the sky, 

And in the osier-isle we heard their noise. 

We had not to look back on summer joys, 

Or forward to a summer of bright dye. 

But in the largeness of the evening earth 
Our spirits grew as we went sule by side. 

The hour became her husband, and my bride. 

Love that had robb'd us so, thus blcss’d our deartli! 

The pilgrims of the year wax’d very loud 
In multitudinous chatterings, as the Rood 
Full brown came from the west, and like pale blood 
Expanded to the upper crimson cloud. 

Love that had robbVl us of immortal things, 

This little moment mercifully gave, 

And still I see across the twilight wave, 

The swan sail with her young l)cneath her wings.” 

Then at la.st, they “ drank the pure daylight 
of honest speech,” but, alas! for the nature of 
woman, in which sense and senses are so inter¬ 
mixed, and for which there is no help but “ more 
brain, O Lord, more brain,” she conceives the 
ideal devotion of parting from him, so that he 
may go and be happy with his heart’s lady. So, 
without a word, she was gone. “ He found her 
by the ocean’s moaning verge,” his old love 
seemed in his face, she took his hand and went 
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back with him, and* somehow “ seemed the wife 
he sought, tho’ shadow-like and dry.”* But that 
night— 

“ her call 

Was h^ard, and he came wondering to the bed. 

* Now kiss me, dear ! it may be, now !’ she said. 

Lethe had passM those lips, and he knew all.” 

“ Thus piteously Love closed what he begat: 

The union of this ever-diverse pair ! , 

These two were rapid falcons in a snare, 

Condemn’d to do the Hitting of the bat. 

levers beneath the singing sky of May, 

They wander’d once ; clear as tlic dew on llowers : 

« 

But they fed not on the advancing hours : 

Their hearts held cravings for the buried day. 

Then each applied to each that fatal knife, 

‘Deep questioning, which prol>es to endless dole. 

, Ah, what a dusty answer gets the soul 

When hot for certainties in this our life !— 

In tragic hints here see what evermore 
Moves dark as yonder midnight ocean’s force, 

Thundering like ramping hosts of warrior horse, 

To throw that faint thin line upon the shore! ” 

Anyone who loves these fifty poems—fifty 
poems, and yet one poem—must often have 
wondered why, among all the glib chatter which 
the last year or two has given us about the sonnet, 
with the one sure result of its vulgarisation, he 
has heard so little of Modern Love. How is it 
that with all the .solemn discussion, as with bowed 
heads and bated breath, of “ the great sonnet- 
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sequences,” Modern Love has found no place 

among them ? Why, because/’ exclaims some 

young Miss of ten, who practises sonnet-writing 

■ 

in the nursery, as a kind of bouts rimes, “ don’t 
you know. Mr. Meredith's Modern Love is not 
written in sonnets } A sonnet cannot have more 
than 14 lines, and there are, let me see, how many 
kinds, l^etrarcan, Shakespearean and—and—so 
on. One can hardly be supposed to be in need of 
such information at this hour, and certainly one 
may be excused for thinking that Mr. Swinburne 
knows sometliing about metrical law. And yet. 
he employs the term sonnet to the poem I have 
just quoted. The young Miss may not remem¬ 
ber that there was a moment in the history of the 
sonnet when sonneteers hung indecisive between 
a form in sixteen and that in fourteen lines. Of 
course, the choice finally fell upon the fourtecn- 
lined form, wisely, all will agree, but do not the 
sixteen line poems in Modern Love so completely 
fulfil all the essential conditions of the sonnet as 

now traditionally formulated, that we may well 

% 

extend to them the benefit of that “ historic 
doubt,” and accept them as that exception 
which proves the rule ? Certainly they achieve 
that microcosmic completeness which is the aim, 
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of course, of every poem, but which one looks for 
more especially in the sonnet. That they are in 
the main dramatic—whereas the sonnet has 
generally been employed as a lyric form—matters 
not. “ The moment eternal,” however presented, 
is not that the one theme of the sonnet ? 

An isolated dramatic act—in the mind or in 
the daylight—a crisis, a tableau, come equally 
within its scope, and Modern Love is made up of 
such tableaux in sonnets, each of which, so 
victorious is the art, is a complete poem, capable 
of sustaining a separate artistic existence, and 
yet again, by virtue of “links of the finest and 
most studied workmanship,” part of a still greater 
whole. 

There is a small and a great way of writing 
sonnets ; there is the modern way of “ the little 
masters,” and there is that of the great poets. 
The parallels between Art and Religion are 
eternally suggestive. Just now they are each 
suffering from a very similar trouble—the decay 
of form. Each is doing its best to make-believe 
by the aid of strange gums and spices of 
embalmment; yet how vainly! It is but the 
delicate husk, the fair shell painted and fretted 
by a life that has for ever left it, and which is 
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already stretching hands to the light in the 
infancy of new forms. Form in Art has become 
a pedantry with us once more ; we talk of it as 
a fixed quantity, and so for most of us it is a 
dead thing. 

The recent pother about the sonnet to which 
I have alluded is an example of this. Rossetti 
really said the one vital thing about it—A 
Shakesperean sonnet is better than the most 
perfect in form because Shakespeare wrote it.” 

“Fundamental brainvvork,”th:^t other phrase of 
his, is everything. Strange is it to reflect that the 
very men whose sonnets we alone care about,have 
■ written their best in irregular forms; Shakespeare, 
Milton, Keats, Wordsworth, Rossetti, and Mrs. 
Browning. Wordsworth sings the praise of the 
sonnet in one of most mongrel form. Seeing 
that laws are certainly not made for the artist, 
one cannot help wondering for whose benefit they 
are so elaborately written down! “It takes a 
soul to make a body,” Mrs. Browning said—so 
does it take a spirit to make a form. If a man 
has nothing to say, let him be silent. Why 
should he so invariably choose the sonnet in 
which to say it ? 

After all, is it not true that if a sonnet is a 
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poem, we don't cdrc about its being a sonnet, 

and if it is not a poem, we don’t care about it 

< \ 

at all, be it never so well-bred a Petrarcan ? 

And now to return again, after too long a 

digression, to Modern Love. It is usual to class 

together Shakespeare’s Sonnets, Rossetti’s House 

of Life^ and Mrs. Browning’s Sonnets from tfu 

Portuguese^ as the three great sonnet-sequences. 

This appears to me really more or less arbitrary 

in regard to Shakespeare, for the general kinship 

of form is little in relation to the radical diversity 

in inspiration. Rossetti’s sonnets are chiefly the 

product of highly-wrought fancy—he seems to 

have kept his imagination, in the main, of course, 

for his other poems—and if Shakespeare’s sonnets 

have one quality more than another, it is that 

space and might of imagination for which we 

have no other name than the master’s own. Mrs. 

Browning’s are really much more truly related to 

Shakespeare’s, for they are spontaneously lyrical 

in their inspiration, and imaginative in their 

» 

expression ; yet they are so related but as the 
hawk is related to the eagle. Such comparisons 
are indeed of little or no value ; I have depre¬ 
cated the making of them elsewhere; yet, as they 

« 

have been instituted, I shall venture for once to 
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break my own precept and suggest that Modem 
Loiw is the one poem of closest kin to Shake¬ 
speare’s sonnets. The kinship is hardly in the 
form, which is, without exception, composed of 
four Petrarcan quatrains, each independent in 
respect of rhymes ; nor is it merely in the 
** Shakesperean ring ” of the verse. That is a 
trick soon learnt, and may mean something or 
nothing. It is simply in **the fundamental brain- 
work,” which one feels alive through every line 
and word of the poem, the spaciousness and 
strength of the imagination revealed to us by that 
greatness of metaphor, and that compression 
of phrase, which marks all great literary art, and 
of which I have before spoken in considering Mr. 
Meredith’s prose. Though I can only hope by my 
synopsis to have given a faint idea of the poem 
as a whole, yet of this quality of imaginative 
phrase my numerous quotations furnish abundant 
examples. Th*e last quatrain of the poem alone, 
if nought else were left, should witness a master. 
Whether or not the kinship to Shakespeare's 
sonnets seems a real one to others, or whether it 
is but an eccentricity of my own judgment, is of 
little moment; it it only important that Modem 
Love should be recognised as a great poem of 
tragic life.” 
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One would need no knowledge of his 1851 
poems to expect much from Mr. Meredith's lat^r 
volumes of nature-poetry, to which it is full time 
to turn. The wonderful natural descriptions 
scattered broadcast over his novels are sufficient 
earnest of a power in the quality of which he is 
especially alone. For, his nature-poetry is indeed 
quite different from any other before known in 
English literature. And the difference lies in 
the fact that, while most other poets have sung 
of Nature in the abstract, have moralised, senti¬ 
mentalised, transcendentaliscd her, Mr. Meredith 
has cared more, to sing her as she is in the 
concrete. His predecessors have, in the main, 
sung the spirit of nature; he sings her body, 
which is the earth, as well—“ this Earth of the 
beautiful breasts." 

Nature with a big “N,” and nature with a 
little “ n,” express, I think, the two attitudes. 
It would seem to be an assumption from of old 
that a man may hope to interpret the one, 
though knowing little, and knowing that little 
wrongly, of the other. * 

It is, indeed, one of the liberties included in 
that ^‘poetic license" which no poet ever thinks 
of taking out. And, of course, it is true that Art 
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(to quote the beautiful words of Mr. Oscar Wilde), 

“ has flowers that no botanist knows of, birds that 

no museum possesses,’* that “she can bid the 

almond tree blossom in winter, and send the snow 

upon the ripe cornfield,” yet, somehow, one has 

a feeling that the art which is best for us, and 

what we call the greatest, stands not in need of 

these miracles ; her birds sing every morning in 

every glittering wood, her almond tree “ bringeth 

forth his fruit in his season.” At least it is so 

with Mr. Meredith’s. He sings of nature, not 

because he worships her in some vague, way afar 

off, as one might the abstract Woman, but because 

he has loved and worshipped her as a man 

« 

his wife, lying in her arms, eye to eye, breath to 
breath. He has lived with her day by day for 
many years, he knows all her moods, moods of 
summer and winter, of joy and travail, strange 
moods of contradiction hard to bear, and yet 
alike in one as in another he has never lost his 
faith that her heart is love—“love, the great 
volcano.” 

In his knowledge of all the “ secret things ” of 
the woods and fields, all that too many of us but 
know by a»rustle in the hedge as we come by, 
by a whirring or a scratching that stops with 
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a strange precision ere we can approach within 
a yard of it (as though it were an elfin 
loom or a secret still), and remains dumb with 
unshaken determination while we stand and 
listen in vain, with a queer sense of a life looking 
up at us and holding its breath somewhere near, 
though all unseen; in his knowledge of nature's 
“falrie,” her troll-folk and her diablerie^ Mr, 
Meredith can be compared with none save his 
own Melampus. 

“With love exceeding a simple love of the things 
That glide in grasses and nibble of woody wreck; 

Or change their perch on a beat of quivering wings 
From branch to branch, only restful to pipe and peck; 

* Or, bristled, curl at a touch their snouts in a ball; 

Or cast their web between bramble and thorny hook ; 

The good physician, Melampus, loving them all, 

Among them walked, as a scholar who reads a book.” 

One is impressed by this intimate knowledge 
not only, or indeed chiefly, in the individual life 
brought under our notice, but rather in the same 
way that nature herself impresses us with the 
sense of her secret industries. 

When Mr. Meredith has to detail or describe 
he is, as I said in the beginning, as accurate as a 
naturalist, but as a rule one feels that he knows 
immeasurably more than he tells—an impression 
directly the reverse of that we receive Vrom most 



MODERN love:' BTC. 


*33 


nature poetry. There is a b&ck>ground as of the 

wood’s own shade to all his pictures. So is 

it in those ** enchanted woods ’* of Westermain. 

The impression of the poem is just that of the 

woods themselves. The hum by day, as of 

unseen myriads at their work, talking and 

singing to themselves somewhere in the under- 

woods, comes upon us as one reads the poem 

« 

just as it does on the ear. in nature; the 
echoing pregnant silence by night, on which 
now and again a queer chuckle or an eerie cry 
breaks like a mysterious bubble from the deeps 
of some dark water. These have never been 
expressed before as they are in Mr. Meredith’s 
poem, the very obscurities of which (and here, 
and there it must be confessed it^is impenetrable) 
seem somehow to help the effect, in some way, 
perhaps, suggesting dark “ bogie-holes,” or rich 
bramble glooms. 

That brooding horror of night there is especi¬ 
ally impressive, and the sense of life in its 
dragonhood ”. working out its evolutionary 
salvation in those dark coverts is realised with a 
vividness that makes the flesh creep.. 

** Enter these enchanted woods, 

Vou who dare. 
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. . Nothing harjns beneath the leaves 

Mure than waves a swimmer cleaves. 

Toss your heart up with the lark, 

Foot at peace with mouse and worm, 

Fair you fare. 

Only at a dread of dark 
Quaver, and they quit their form : 

Thousand eyeballs under hoods 
Have you by the hair. 

Enter these enchanted woods, 

You who dare. 

Here the snake across your path 
Stretches in his golden bath: 

Mo.ssy*footed squirrels leap 
Soft as winnowing plumes of sleep : 

Yafhes on a chuckle skim 
Low to laugh from branches dim: 

Up the pine, where sits the star, 

Rattles deep the moth-winged jar. 

Each has business of his own; 

But should you distrust a tone, 

Then beware. 

Shudder all the haunted roods. 

All the eyeballs under hoods 

Shroud you in their glare. 

Enter these enchanted w'oods. 

You who dare.’* 

Here at once in this first poem do we. learn 
Mr. Meredith’s one great nature lesson, his 
attitude towards her, the simple attitude of utter 
trust, complete faith. Only by such an approach, 
he again and again impresses us, can wc hope to' 
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know anything of her heart< In any other, she 
will be a riddle, yea! a horror. 

** You must love the lif'ht so 
That no darkness >vi11 seem fell, 

Love it so you could accost 
. Fellowly a livid ghost.’* 

So going to her, you shall in time come to 

read much that was dark and mysterious with 

cleansed eyes, you shall gain glimpses of her 

secret processes, and become initiated into her 

secret lore. You shall come to see how 

“ (!)hange is on the wing to bud 
Rose in brain from rose in blood,” 

and how 

“ Of him who was all maw ” 

she will by her fiery alchemy of pain make 

“ Such a servant as none saw 
Through his days of dragoiihood.” 

So watching we shall come to have glimpses 

of our own evolution up to spirit—“ blood and 

brain and spirit”—how 

“ From flesh unto spirit man grows 
Even here on the sod under sun,” 

if we have the patience of faith in nature, 
content not to understand all her ways, 

“ I.caving her the future task, 

Loving her too well fco ask.” 
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Mr. Meredith's ftLith would seem to be, what • 

» , 

indeed all faith is, the reliance of instinct. It is 
like the faith of Browning’s Lippo Lippi, for 
whom life meant intensely and meant good, 
though he, no more than any other man, had 
found what that meaning was, but made it meat 
and drink to seek it out. So, if I read Mr. 
Meredith aright, he wants no other assurance 
that “ the soul of things is sweet ” than such a 
ramble in the fields as that of his 1851 poems. 
After all that bloom and colour, all that golden 
bounty of clustering life, what solemn fooling 
docs our pessimism seem! Like the Shakespeare 
of his own sonnet— 

How smiles he at a generation ranked 
In gloomy noddings over life! ” 

But it is not hy our blood that Mr. Meredith 
bids us read nature. On the contrary, he 
specially cautions us against doing so. It was 
reliable may be in June, but hardly so in Novem¬ 
ber, brain alone is safe then. “ Never is Earth 
misread by brain.” “ Master the blood,” says he 
in autumn, 

“Nor read by chills, 

Earth admonishes: Hast thou ploughed, 

Sown, reaped, harvested groin for the mills. 

Thou hast the light over shadow of cloud.*' 
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For this reason A Reading of Earth is even 
more helpful to us than the Songs and Lyrics^ 
for it is comparatively easy to have faith in the 
summer, the time of the obvious “ joy of earth 
it is harder when the autumn 

“Narrows the world to my neighbour’s gate, 

Paints me life as a wheezy crone.” 

But are we only to see a meaning in nature’s 
easy summer moods, and seek none in her savage 
wintry ones ? It is true, as of old, whom she 
loveth she chasteneth. With her passion for 
old giant-kind ” she loves the strong, and she 
would have him stronger; contention with her 
ice and her bitter winds will do that for him. 

“ Behold the life at ease: it drifts. 

The sharpened life commands its course. 

She winnows, winnows roughly; sifts, 

To dip her chosen in her source: 

Contention is the vital force, 

Whence pluck they brain, her prize of gifts.” 

** Such meaning in a dagger day !” 

Through what ordeal we may have to pass 
before we can submit our hearts wholly unto 
nature and say “Behold, she doeth all things 
well,” not only in the autumn of the year, but 
in that colder winter by the graveside of our 
loved ones, when there is no light anywhere, no 
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voice but the voict of the one dark fact—through 

such ordeal as of ice does the poet take us with 

him in A Faith on Triali to me, in its stern way, 

the most spiritually helpful of all modern* poems. 

The poet’s wife lies between life and death, 

indeed there is no hope of her recovery at all, 

and he has to face Love’s one shuddering question 

“ of the life beyond ashes.” He goes out into 

the fields to face it, amid all the boisterous 

rejuvenescence of a May morning. 

“ The cliangel'ul visible face 
Of our Mother 1 sought for ray fooil; 

Crumb', by the way to sustain. 

Her sentence I knew past grace . . . 

I champed the sensations that make 
Of a ruffled philosophy rags. 

For them was no meaning too blunt, 

Nor aspect too cutting of steel, 

' This earth of the beautiful breasts. 

Shining up hi all colours aflame, 

To them had visage of hags; 

A Mother of aches and jests: 

Soulless, heading a hunt 
Aimless except for the meal. 

Hope, with a star on her front, 

Fear, with an eye in the heel; 

Our links to a Mother of grace; 

They were dead on the nerve, and dead 
For the nature divided in three; 

Gone out of heart, out of brain. 

Out of soul: 1 had in their place 
The calm of an empty room.” 
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So walking in darkness, sudden as a white 
light, there flashed upon his eyes from the face 
of a yew-clad ridge “the pure wild cherry in 
bloom,'’ the very bush whose blossoming, spring 
by spring, he and his loved one had hailed to¬ 
gether as a symbol of the Eternal Resurrection— 

“ Celestial sign 

Of victorious rays over death ... 

She, the white wild cheiiy, a tree, 

Earth-rooted, tangibly wood, 

Yet a pire.sence throbbing alive.” 

But never yet in any spring had her blooming 
seemed so like a revelation—“ there was needed 
darkness like mine.” Her beauty “ drew the 
life ” in him “ forward,” by flashing before it, as 
in a vision, “ the length of the ways he had 
paced ” since those mornings when, “ a footfarer 
out of the dawn to youth’s wild forest,” she had 
inspired him “ to the dreaming of good illimitable 
to come.” And still her message was the same. 
She was still holding up that victorious celestial 
sign, true still, if true then. Have faith, thou 
poor stricken footfarer, still walk forward as of 
old, and trust— 

“ Dream stilj 

Through the maze, the mesh and the wreck.” 

And thus, leaving ” the Questions that sow not 
nor spin,” came into his heart a wisdom, here— 
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“ Rough-written, and black, 

Ab of veins that from venom bleed, 

I had with the peace within; 

Or patience, mortal of peace, 

Compressing the surgent strife 
In a heart laid open, not mailed, 

To the last blank hour of the rack, 

When struck the dividing knife; 

When the hand that never had failed 
In its pressure to mine hung slack.*’ 

It is rough comfort that nature gives us, but ' 

r 

“we have but to see and hear” to win it. 

“Not she gives the tear for the tear. 

Weep, bleed, rave, writhe, be distraught, 

She is moveless. 

Fmr the flesh in revolt at her laws. 

Neither song nor smile in ruth, 

Nor promise of things to reveal. 

Has she, nor a word she saith; 

Wc are asking her wheels to pause. 

Well knows she the cry of unfaith. 

If we strain to the farther shore, 

We are catching at comfort near. 

Assurances, symbols, saws, 

Revelations’ in legends, light 
To eyes rolling darkness, these 
Desired of the fle^h in aflfright. 

For the which it will swear to adore, 

She yields not for prayers at her knees; 

The woolly be.ist bleating will shear. 

These are our sensual dreams .... 

For the road to her soul is the Real.” 

“I bowed as a leaf In rain; 

As a tree when the leaf is shed 




MODERN love;' ETC. 


m 

To winds in the season at Vane; 

4 

And when from my soul I said, 

• May the worm be trampled: smite, 

Sacred Reality! power 

Filled me to front it aright. 

I had come of my faith’s ordeal.” 

In thus writing first of Mr. Meredith’s 
attitude towards nature rather than his pgetic 
expression of that attitude, I shall, doubtless, 
seem to have placed the cart before the 
horse. It is, however, an order to the use of 
which the poems in their entirety naturally 
impel one. The ideal Art, which Mr. Pater has 
so finally expressed in his essay on the School 
of Giorgone, is, of course, well nigh impossible in 
poetry. It is harder for a poem, perhaps, than 
for any other form of art to “ present that one 
single effect to the ‘ imaginative reason,”’ which 
is Beauty. A rigid application of such test would 
deprive us of much in which we feel rich. 
The “subject” must almost always obtrude 
itself on our intelligence; we can hope Tor little 
more than that it shall be transfigured. Few poets 
have the power to give us the pearl in complete 
solution. Mr. Pater, it will be remembered, 
instances Shakespeare's songs as examples of 
such achievement—almost. Keats’ Eve of Saint 
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Agnes and The llaurcatc’s Lotos-Eaters seem to 
me to come near a more difficult success—;more 
difficult because of their greater length. I have 
been wondering, as I write, if in the little poem 
of The Meeting Mr. Meredith has not for once, 
and once only may be (unless the forty-seventh 
sonnet of Modern Love be allowed as another 
instance) been so victorious. In a painting of 
equal power one feels that the subject would 
make quite a secondary appeal, the colour alone 
would give us its entire impression of dark tragic 
beauty; and in the poem one really seems more 
to see the figures and their portentous setting 
than to read of them.— 

The old coach-road thro’ a common of furze, 

With knolls of pine, ran white: 

Berries of autumn^ with thistles and burrs, 

And spider-threads, drooped in the light. 

The light in a thin blue veil peer’d sick; 

The sheep grazed close and still; 

The smoke of a farm by a yellow rick 
Curl’d lazily under a hill. 

No fly shook the round'of the silver net; 

No insect the swift bird chased; 

Only two travellers moved and met 
Across that hazy waste. 

One was a girl with a babe that throve. 

Her ruin and her bliss ; 

One was a youth with a lawless love. 

Who claspt it the more for this. 
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The girl for her bal^ humm’d jjraycrhil speech; 

The youth for his love did pray; 

Each cast a wistful look on each, 

And either went their way/* 

Be this as it may, Mr. Meredith cannot, I 
think, be said to be among the poets of whom 
such victory is characteristic. 

He has more than one resemblance to 

» 

Browning, but he undeniably has one, and that 
is at once the power and the disregard of form. 
That he has such power no one can doubt who 
has read his Modern Love, The Meeting, Phoebus 
with Admetus, Melavipiis, or Love in the Valley, 
but that he no less often exhibits that disregard 
is unhappily equally certain. At the same time, 
that less perfect part of Mr. Meredith’s poetry 
is not so as Wordsworth’s barren patches 
are, it is far from barren indeed, it is full of 
song and flowers, though wild as wild ; it is 
like a mass of rich yarn that awaits the weaver, 
full of threads of wondrous colour, but still 
yarn. And so it comes about that we cannot 
speak of Mr. Meredith's poetry as a whole, as 
we can of Wordsworth’s, wherein division of 
unmistakeable sheep and unmistakeable goats is 
comparatively easy. To select the perfect and 
abide by that would not only be to leave 
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out a good half ftf his work, which, whatever 
its imperfections, is yet full of beauty and power, 
but would also mean missing a certain peculiarity 
of flavour which these very poems alone possess. 
All Mr. Meredith’s verse has imagination, music 
and colour, such as the great among the poets 
alone bring us, but not all has that orbed com¬ 
pleteness which can only come of form. Thus 
he may be said to give us more poetry than 
poems, and excepting Phosbus with AdmetuSy 
Mela7npus and one or two more, it would not, I 
think, be unjust, for the purpose of a broad 
division, to include all his nature-poetry under 
the former head. For they read too often like 
the first rough drafts of poems, loose in texture, 
and full of dropped stitches,—here a line of 
masterly compression, there an inorganic stretch 
of twelve. It is poetry in the ore, all aglitter 
with gold, but the refiner^has been lazy or indif¬ 
ferent. Yet gold it is, gold of Ophir. 

It is doubtless a question of temperament as 
to whether we value such ore beyond the finished 

work of lesser men. Their chances of interest^ 

* - 

ing posterity are probably about equal. For, 
though Art is indeed the one antidote against 
the opium of time, it' has no charm against 
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the disintegration of the eleipents. Tp granite, 
marble and gold, so long as there are eyes to 
behold beauty, it can give immortality; but to 
clay it can bring no more than the life of a day, 
for it cannot save from the sun and rain, Ouf 
fashionable modern poetry is charmingly 
we have much perfect prettiness, fairy bric-a-brac, 
but will not its airs and graces seem old-fashioned 
in the beau-monde of posterity, with its new ton 
and its own crazes. So long and for that may 
its art save it. Meanwhile, we do not live by 
prettiness alone, and though it be true that 
‘Melight” is the end of art, there are many 
degrees of that, degrees mounting from triviality 
to transfiguration. There is a trivial delight of 
eye and ear, but “ the eye is not satisfied with 
seeing, nor the ear with hearing,” and it is our 
whole moral and intellectual being to which great 
art brings its so great joy. It can hardly be said 
that the delight of the ear has been forgotten in 
our day; indeed, it has become so much the 
fashion to appeal to it that some critics would 
seem actually to believe that by its verdict alone 
must poetry stand or fall: and, certainly, a supei^ 
sensitiveness in that organ would seem to be 
their one critical qualification. Others there a^e 
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With other hunge^i's, and some who come to 
poetry for more than a taste in the mouth find 
these fondants of fancy little satisfying; and 
such, if they can only come by some strength¬ 
ening thought, will not be squeamish at its 
being a little raw. Among these latter will 
Mr. Meredith find his larger audience. 

I should, however, be doing little justice to 

poetry which I value so much, if I left any reader 

of these pages with the impression that for its 

message only is Mr. Meredith’s nature-poetry of 

worth. My intention is very different. It has one 

lack, that of the high economy of form; but i*" his 

positive qualities of such power and charm that 

I can conceive many loving it far beyond the 

more perfect Modem Love, It is rich in poetic 

% 

magic, that glamour which so much art that we 
feel ought to delight us lacks ; it has all that 
unauthorised charm which irregular features, 
nevertheless, so often exercise. It haunts you— 
a certain sign. It abounds in delicious measures, 
in lines constantly thrilling the memory like 
shooting stars, in pictures delicate as the shell 
of a sound,” or forcible to very cruelty, and no 
poetry could well be stronger or more fecund in 
its imagery. Its metaphors leap out as inevit* 
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ably as the stars from an elefitric jar, it clusters 
into fancies as naturally as the frost on the pane. 
Yet, nevertheless, it is not so much poetry to 
stand and look at, but rather to strip and plunge 
into like a stream, deep, strong and bracing* 
bright with many a shining reach, and happy with 
the laughter of innumerable ripples. To again 
change the figure, one seems to taste the very 
health of the earth in it, it has a certain innocent 
wildness of flavour that, wherever we are» brings 
the woodland about us, rustling and aromatic, in 
a breath. It has, indeed, as great a magic of 
natural association as a whiff of hawthorn A 
“read” in it is like a feast of blackberries—not 
c ^opting the seeds in the teeth 



VIL—THE CRITIC^. 

** For if the King like not the comedy, 

. Why, then, belike, he likes it not, pcrdy.*" 

Jt will scarcely be disputed that hitherto Mr. 
Meredith has had more to bear in the way of' 
neglect than from overt critical hostility, though 
he has by no means altogether escaped the 
“self-appointed thongmen of the press.” But 
now that day has come which “afar off” 

“ B.V.”—one of Mr. Meredith’s earliest and mo.st 
faithful disciples—loved to prophesy, the voices 
of criticism are well-nigh unanimously in his 
favour; and daily from one quarter or another 
come critical cuff and ^ick to impress upon 
a numb public the latest example of its 
immemorial purblindness. John Bull, however, 
is too well represented in all fields to lack 
champions for any development of his Philistin¬ 
ism whatsoever; and for the matter in hand he 
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some short time back sent f9rth his Goliath in' 
the person of a National 'Reviewer^ whose article 
on “ Fiction Plethoric and An$mic,” in a number . 
of his journal now about a year old, deserves 
the notice of all honest men, lovers of fair-play, 
and The Egoist^ not as serious criticism, but as 
that British public’s long insensitive disregard 
of Mr. Meredith finding voice and endeavouring 
to justify itself, graceless and unrepentant. The 
article is rude, blustering and dictatorial ; and if 
it were only as potent as it is provincial, it might 
possibly scare timid converts, whom Mr. Steven¬ 
son or Mr. J. M. Barrie have won as subscribers 
to the recent popular edition of the novels in 
monthly volumes.” 

It serves too as a wholesome warning against 
the positive tone in criticism, and indeed 
reminds us once more how futile is the quest 
of finality therein; a futility, indeed, which 
even the friendly Meredith “literature” has 
already most abundantly illustrated. Let us 
glance for a moment at some little diversity. 
For example, who has not been tossed on many 
winds as to which of the master’s works is 
Veeuvrey for each one of his novels in succession 
has by one or another been proclaimed to the 
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honour. With Janres Thomson it was Emilia in 
England (then so named), and its sequel Vittoria; 
for Mr. Stevenson it is TJu Egoisl, Mr. Barrie 
seems to lean to Harry Richmond^ and our 
National Reviewer finds it in “that astonishing 
feat of unbridled fancy,** The Shaving of Shagpai\ 
The Egoist being to him **the most entirely 
wearisome book purporting to be a novel that I 
ever toiled through in my life.** Mr. Courtney 
has with him so much of the world as is Mr. 
Meredith’s in his unhesitating choice of Richard 
Feverelf while it is probably the most “superior 
thing** to cry “great is Dianar 
“Mr. Meredith writes such English as is 
within the reach of no other living man,** said 
a critic in the Daily Nezvs, “His style,** 
wrote James Thomson, “is very various and 
flexible, flowing freely in whatever measures 
the subject and the mood may dictate. At its 
best it is so beautiful in simple Saxon, so majestic 
in rh3rthm, so noble with noble imagery, so 
pregnant with meaning, so vital and intense, 
that it must be ranked among the supreme 
achievements of our literature. A dear friend 
said well, when reading Vittoria: * Here truly 
are words that if you pricked them would bleed,*** 
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Yet, Mr. Courtney thinks Ijiat Mr. Meredith's 
style is “ never easy or flowing,” and that “ it is 
impossible to attribute to our author the gift of 
style ” at all “ except in a very special sense ” ; 
while the National Reviewer aforesaid holds that 
no milder word than detestable can be applied 
to ” (that * supreme achivement of our litera¬ 
ture’), “ the preposterous style of which " certain 
quoted “ foregoing sentences arc examples.” 

To James Thomson’Mr. Meredith's dialogue 
is the only dialogue we have ever had, it “ is full 
of life and reality, flexile and rich in the genuine 
unexpected, marked with the keenest distinc¬ 
tions, more like the keen-witted French than the 
slow and clumsy English ” ; yet for the National 
Reviewer “it is not dialogue, but a series of 
mental percussions, its hard staccato movement 
and brittle snip-snap . . . tires the reader.' 

The introduction to Diana^ again, is a famous 
crtix. “ Of all introductory chapters to an 
interesting novel ” Mr. Courtney considers it “ the 
most irritating,” and yet for the accomplished 
critic of the Manchester Examiner^ it is tlie one 
thing in the book. And so on ad infinitum^ till 
the brain fairly reels with contradiction, and in 
agony of soul one cries, “what use indeed is 
criticism ?" Is it of any use ? 
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Waiting for a clearer mood in which to answer 
the question, when our eyes have grown a little 
accustomed to these mists of confusion, we may 
come to see some solid ground whereon to stand. 
After all, these contradictory figures have a com¬ 
mon denominator; and by that may be illustrated 
what may be regarded as the only, yet very 
notable, service of criticism. Whatever else 
is to be proved, this at least is certain—that 
George Meredith is a centre of power, of 
whatever nature, in whatever degree, no matter. 
So much have we learnt by being thus driven, 
as we may say, “ from pillar to post.” Here is a 
notable figure—consider him. This is really all 
that criticism should venture to say with an air 
of finality. All beyond this should be said 
tentatively, with an ever-present regard to that 
law of relativity which must obtain so long as 
light is coloured by the glass it shines through. 
It is not impossible that after all this wrangling 
about Mr. Meredith’s novels, posterity, in its 
quiet way, will go up to the shelf and lay its 
hand on “ Modem Love.” Who knows } 

The modern attempt to affiliate criticism to 
exact science seems to me a strange literary 
hallucination, for the element of temperament 
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^hich finds no admission into the latter must, 

one would think, be an obvious, and in the 

nature of things, a permanent disturbance in 
* ■* , 
any science of criticism however broadly based* 

Aud yet one sees individual systems applied 
daily as confidently as though each were 
generally accepted as long measure, authors 
weighed one against another with the certitude 
of an accredited avoirdupois, and various heights 
of inspiration calculated as though they were 
church steeples, and criticism trigonometry. If 
criticism must be dubbed a science, its place is 
rather among the occult, and the divining rod 
no bad symbol of its method. We may trust 
it to discover power in the ore, to find out "where 
gold is hid, and then if we like we may pro¬ 
claim it for gold sky-high; but measuring and 
weighing are functions impertinent to it, except 
purely for such satisfaction as may accrue to 
the measurer and the weigher himself or those 
who chance to be of his mind. It is alike 
impossible either to measure (once and for all) 
or to overrate good work; there is, as a pop¬ 
ular advertisement puts it, only one quality, 
“The Best” Some critics have a loose way 
iof talking about true poets and true poetry, of 
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bad art and good aft, as if art can be appraised 
like butter into best, middling, and common,; 
work is cither poetry or it is not, art or not art, 

4 * 

and if it is one or the other it is equal to any. 
Perfection is equal, and all art stands on the 
equality of perfection. 

’ All which seems simple enough,^ yet why do 
we forget it in fruitless comparative criticism of 
matters on planes between which no comparison 
is really possible. On what conceivable ground 
can Scott be compared with Mr. Meredith ? Yet 
Mr. Barrie, talking wildly of Mr. Meredith’s pre¬ 
eminence, gives him a giddy place, “without 
dethroning Scott.” 

Bet:ause they were both novelists Mr. Barrie 
and others would doubtless answer. One might 
as well compare their works because they were 
both men. Do we not here come upon the mis¬ 
take that underlies so much criticism ? Instead 
of going to an author to find out “ the virtue, 
the active principle ” in his work, and noting it 

as a chemist notes some natural element,” (to 

n • , * • 

quote the helpful words of Mr. Pater), many 
critics go to him with abstract definitions of what 
he ought to be, and by that pattern, should he 
differ, condemn him. If he cannot be made to fit 
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the ready-made courtsuit they bring him, well, he 
must stand shivering in the nakedness of .unpop¬ 
ularity and—do they really think ?—of oblivion. 

The suit into which The National Reviewer Sind 
others of his persuasion would force Mr. Mere¬ 
dith is a narrow and shallow interpretation of 
the term novelist ? *• Is he great at construc¬ 
tion ? Is he great as a master of narrative ? 
Is he great as an artist in dialogue ? Is he 
great as a creator of character ?, ” they ask all 
in a breath ; to which questions they imme¬ 
diately proceed to attach vivacious negatives, with 
the alacrity of one filling in “ No! ” “ No! ”to the 
“are you married ?**, “have you any children 
of certain application forms. No! he does not 
weave two-pence halfpenny mysteries. No! he 
does not tell us the old old stories over and 
over again. No ! “ he tires the reader." No ! 
Adrian Harley is “ a mere tedious personification 
^a prodigy of boredom to the reader ”!!! Arc 
not the types eternally fixed, who shall increase 

them! unlimited Squires Western, Parsoris 
« * 

Adams ad infinitum —now these are the type^ 
for British art! 

Of course, as Mr. Courtney writes, “it may 
be difficult to defend some of" Mr, Meredith’s 
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novels ** on the hypothesis that the primary task 
of a novelist is to ^muse/’ and such» indeed, 
despite certain strictures on the ordinary novel 
reader, would seem to be that National Reviewer!s 
hypothesis. “ Does he keep awake ? will he 
while away an idle hour? are the only questions 
which he would really seem to have had in his 
mind. 

Is the novel, of all forms of art, to be allowed 
no expansion, is it for ever to coincide with a 
dictionary definition and be, as old WebstCr 
has it, “ a fictitious tale or narrative in prose, 
intended to exhibit the operation of the passions, 
and particularly of love ? If so, it had, logi¬ 
cally, no right to outgrow its first form of the 
novella^ and as the nineteenth century has no 
Arcadias it should, therefore, have no novelists. 
Most will agree that the great elemental passions 
are the proper, indeed the only, themes for art, 
but as the work of race-breeding goes on, 
surely, these are continually becoming “ touched 
to finer issues 

Change is on the wing to bud 

Rose in brain from rose in blood ”— 

less and less do our lives express themselves 
in the extremes of action, we arc learning to 
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be merciful to the superlative, to know some- 

thing^of self-control and the sense of proportion. 

Thus there is more meaning in our little fingers 
* 

nowadays than in the' whole strong right arm 
of the men of old time, we lift an eyebrow 
where our ancestors had committed man- 

slaughter. Is picturesque sentiment to be for 

* 1 

ever the only language of love, Union Jack 
heroism the only garb of courage ? Has selfish¬ 
ness no other form than cannibalism, or cruelty 
no subtler form than noisy violence or coarse 
malignity ? Why, therein lies the limitation of 
the stage, of necessity always more or less 
restricted to the obvious, the presentation of 
such life as may be expressed by outward and 
visible sign ; and does all, does the finest, life 
always find such expression ? Is there no 
drama but that of labelled “ act and deed ” ? 
Surely, Thought is the most dramatic of all 
. things, yet what stage can give us that ? 

• ' Of course, our National Reviewer knows all this, 

' it is stale enough, may be, for he is one of 
Oeorge Eliot’s disciples. She knew the drama 
of thought and gave it to us in some types, 
but must ** victorious analysis ” stop with her or 
them. There are subtler individualities than Tito, 
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and shall we not welcome their drama? Sir 
Willoughby Pattcrnc, of Patterne Hall, fs one 
such, and Mr. Meredith has given us his drama 
of nerves. By and by there will be others 
more subtle than he, and then, may be, we shall 
need a stronger lens. 

Wherever there is life there is a story (as 
wherever there is criticism there must be plati¬ 
tudes), all life stories are equally worth telling, 
the old as well as the new, the new as well as the 
old. The National Reviewer and his British 
public would seem to disagree with Mr. Meredith, 
not because he cannot tell a story, but because 
he will not tell the particular stories they are 
solely interested in. The disagreement is natural, 
we can but applaud what appeals to us, like 

the squire in Mr. Dobson’s poem:— 

praised the thing he understood, 

’Twere well if e\ery cniic would.” 

If the “various shades of grey” are invisible to 
us, how can we be expected to be interested in 
them? 

With regard to character, is the word to bear 
no other than the stage significance of “ charac¬ 
ter parts,” to be applied only to the whimsical, 
the eccentric, or the provincial? Again, i$ 
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dialogue a sine qua non of •the novelist^s art ? 
Do all characters, do all stories, reveal* them¬ 
selves in- talk ? The drama postulates that the>’ 
do, and *is an arbitrary form to that extent; 
but on what compulsion must the novelist; 
Certainly not from exigency, 'like the drama, for 
truer methods lie to his hand. And-with regard 
to the objection against Mr. Meredith’s dialogue 
that all his characters talk Meredithese, that 
never man, spake like this man, and so on, does 
not the same charge apply equally to Shake¬ 
speare and Browning.?—yet surely Hamlet or 
Lippo Lippi are not less alive for that. 
Literalness is not the essential of dialogue, 
truth to the spirit of the speaker is. There are 
many instances where the letter would distort 
the whole significance of a character; indeed 
this is perhaps oftener so than not. If the 
novelist is to employ dialogue, why should he 
be refused the same freedom in the use of it fLS 
. the dramatist or the poet ? 

But, in truth, of all the above stated provisions 
one alone is fundamental—that the novelist 
should be able to.tell a story. What story and 
how he tells it is his business, not ours. Dialogue, 
or disquisition matters not, so that the end is 
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attained, the end pf presenting to us a living 
thing; for in art the end does justify the means* 
Character-drawing is really included in that 
fundamental power, for, unless we have a vital 
grasp of the dramatis personcsy the story is not 
really told at all. A chronicle of what happened 
to lay figures M or N may be interesting, but till 
we know who and what they were, it is not a 
story. Events have no significance in themselves 
except to school-boys, who get over the difficulty' 
by appropriating them through their imagina*- 
tions to themselves. It would really be as true 
to say that the power of creating character is 
the n 6 velist*s essential gift, for no character can 
really be drawn apart from the lights and shades 
of its various relations with other characters and 
its whole environment, to set forth which involves 
a story. 

To show any being or thing is alive is 
the end of all art, and especially the novelist’s.. 
If he can do that for half-a-dozen readers he 
has succeeded. Why should the million ” 
or “the average intelligence” be the touchr 
stone. Fame, either present or posdiumpuis 
is no test whatever. It may be, as it would seem 
to be in Mr. Meredith's case, that the novelist’^ 



THE CRITICS 




l6i 


methods of presentation are ^centric and diffi> 

cult, or that his particular story needs a new 

technology like science. He may write in the 

% 

language of an outlandish or forgotten people, 
in Norwegian or in Latin. If so he must not 
expect to be as lucky as Ibsen, or grumble if he 
shares the oblivion of “Vinny” Bourne. -There 
is no reason why he should do his work in the 
vernacular. It is time the superstition of “good 
plain Saxon” were exploded. To do much with 
little is well, but to do is the essential, and, once 
done, neither number and variety of tools, nor 
prodigality of materials, can depreciate perfec¬ 
tion. 

That Mr. Meredith docs not write the vernacular, 
at least in that of his work which is most really 
his, does not so much matter as would at first 
sight appear, for, supposing it imaginable as 
written in any other style, in their own “plain 
Saxon,” would The Egoist have any stronger 
appeal for “the general” than it has at present? 
Surely not; for though to some of us there 
is presented an unmistakeably living man, and 
the greatest master cannot do more than make 
h^ creations alive, and a story much like 
tragedy beneath its “comedy in narrative,” he 
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is a man who, coul(l they even be made to undisr- 
stand him, could not possibly interest them ; 
and it is a tragedy which they would not 
appreciate, because there are not four deaths in« 
the fifth act. 

You cannot really appeal to the heart with¬ 
out first appealing to the brain, and the 
average l;)rain is still busy with the obvious. 
In this respect Mr. Meredith is really in the 
position of a poet’s poet, one might call him 
the novelist’s novelist. Indeed, it is a question 

for consideration, it seems to me, if this is not 

« 

the position of every great artist. It is a 
commonplace to say that he is always in advance 
of his age, but does posterity ever catch him up ? 
There is a great deal more cant than truth 
in the chatter about the universal appeal of 
Shakespeare, and who is there that reads Dante ? ‘ 
The fact is that posterity is as much in the dark 
about him as his age was, but a few dead critics 
having made a noise about him, it tries to get 
over its difficulty by unintelligently making a 
superstition of him. Was it Thoreau who said • 
that the great artists have really been taken by 
“ the world ” on the faith of a few critics ? 
Anyhow that pther fine saying was certainly 
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his:—“The great poets have never been read 
because it takes great poets to read them.” 

YeL there are at least two of Mr. Meredith’s 
books that should make that “universal appeal,” 
dealing with interests near home, and written 
mainly in the vernacular. Surely there is plenty of 
“human interest,” and ruddy enough humour too, in 
Evan Harrington^ and I cannot imagine a public 
taking Adam Bede^ and finding nothing for itself 
in Rhoda Fleming. Richard Fever el is largely 
on another plane, and makes a subtler appeal, 
and yet if it gave one critic (I forget where I read 
his words) the idea that Mr. Meredith should be 
able to write a good boy’s book, there must be 
much in it that would suit the public, for, after 
all, “boys’ books” are really what the public 
wants. “ Plenty of blood and brawn, never mind 
brain,” would seem to be their demand and that 
of a certain so-called “ masculine ” school of 
critics. Do they ever reflect that the craving 
for that so-called masculine comes of the 
feminine side of our nature } 

But while it is really Mr. Meredith’s stories 
for which critics have no taste, it is about his 
style that they make most fuss, it is even a 
stumbling-block to the wise, at times. We have 
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glanced at some diversity of opinion regarding 
it already. All agree in quoting the “Ferdinand 
■ and Miranda” passage in Richard Feverel as 
■ perfection, fewer seem to have come across the 
" Wilming Weir” chapter in Sandra Belloni^ 
but his phrase-rnaking! It seems hopeless to 
expect agreement upon that. With a polite 
National Reviewer it stands for nothing but 
“ intellectual coxcombry,” and yet who will quite 
agree with Mr. Barrie, when, though he hails 
Mr. Meredith most brilliant of livini; writers, 
.yet, making the strangest choice of pet phrases, 
he says of others “ these are misses.” 

'What Mr. Meredith’s style is to me I have 
alreacfy striven to expres.s, and some of those 
“misses,” some of the nnost heinous examples 
of “ coxcombry,” have already served me as 
illustrations. Such is' man ! But cui bono? It 
is all in the point of view, as Mr. Stevenson 
has said. Criticism is perhaps the one thing 
in which we must live to ourselves. At most 
the critic is but the tribune of a temperament, 
the repre^ientative of a certain intellectual in¬ 
terest. The ideal critic is like the ideal Idng, 
if we could ail agree about his wisdom, his 
power and so forth, there would be no need of 
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politics ;.so if we could all agigee upon the man 
who had the finest culture with the most sen¬ 
sitive temperament, criticism might pretend to 
finality: but, meanwhile, we will do well to 
follow Mr. Pater’s advice and attempt only the 
expression of what a certain work or personality • 
is to ourselves—though in doing so do let, us 
be careful of otlier people’s feelings. It is in 
art as in religion, we all worship the same thing 
under different forms; there is but one Spirit 
of Beauty, and whatever artistic fetish—be it 
“ masculine ” or what you please—our neighbour 
is kneeling before, we can tell by his face and 
by his voice whether he sees that spirit there. 
Cannot we keep the jarring intolerance of sect¬ 
arianism outside the pleasant lettered Academe, 
and be neighbourly over our likes and dislikes ; 
is it not possible to take both Squire Western 
and Sir Willougby into our regard, or at 
least to hold one without anathematising our 
fellow because he claims to be capable of 
appreciating both. For, be sure that the man 
who can appreciate the Sir Willoughbys is he 
who brings the highest relish for the Squire 
Westerns. The greatest danger to other folks’ 
feelings lies in comparison. Why we piakc them 
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I do not Hnow, they are constantly growing 
out of date, and while current they are futile. 
Nothing so much as criticism impresses one 
how truly odious they are. It is well to admire 
Mr. Meredith’s skill with boys in Richard 
Feverel; indeed, we would not lose that splendid 
fight for much, but why need Mr. Barrie be 
so positive that Thackeray’s boys are not so 
genuine, why dethrone Traddles, why say that 
there are no boys like them in contemporary 
fiction,—even if we have been so industrious 
as to have reaped so large a field. There are 
boys in A Daughter of Hetk, surely. Criticism 
should not need to be dated, and such, to have 
any value at all, would need to be. Richard 
Feverel and Ripton Thompson are boys, typical 
boys, real and living. Is not that enough.^ 
The comparative jnethod, of course, has its uses, 
*. but latterly it has .sadly overgrown them, and 
the critics are all too many who tell us who 
and what a writer is like and is not like, but 
leave us almost wholly in the dark as to wha^ 
he is. Especially do they love to compare 
him with the most outlandish authors of their 
acquaintance, apparently scorning English stand¬ 
ards, and recognising no literature nearer than 
the Kamschatkan. 
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Let US, too, avoid the superlative, it is a 
vulgar form, not half so dignifying as the simple 
positive. A poor civic tinsel of a word, we can 
only wear it in our little town and that only 
in our little day. For it is but a relative term, 
its value must be for ever fluctuating, but plain 
good endures and no contingency can ever ^set 
to it a limitation. The parable of the Talents 
is suggestive here. The man who brought two 
was called good and faithful, but he who had 
five was called nothing more. So Art considers 
her children. In the House of Fame there are 
many mansions. 

For me, may be for you, reader, Sandra and ‘ 
Diana belong to Art’s own dream of gpreat 
women. Lucy and Richard by the river side 
are with the great lovers; Sir Willoughby takes 
a place in your mor^ mythology, he is your 
wholesale bite noire^ every day you cry him 
Retro ; Roy Richmond holds you by the heart, 
Adrian Harley by the brain, and somehow by 
• the heart too ; for the more you think of him 
the less you fear his cynic pose. May be you 
love not Thackeray's inns better than the 
“ Aurora," you often think of Evan Harrington 
and the postillion, of that delicious ride of his 



TlfP CR/7fC^ 


l6R 

with Polly, and rwho could forget*the great' 
Countess * Dr Middleton and that and 
great wine have perhaps made your cheap port 
seem the richer at your occasional symposia, 
you know a good part of that ** leg passage by 
heart, 1 dare say, and often find Meredithese 
floating on your talk You h^ve quoted "the 
vomit** as you poured with the stream from the 
theatre, may be you have known a dear face 
"swim** up to you "for a bnlliant instant on 
tears,*’ and been grateful to Mr Meredith for 
that so offensive phrase, and thoughts have rung 
little silver bells through your brain in the mid¬ 
night. When your blood runs a little thick, 
have you never taken down Vtttona^ and lived 
over again that great fight in the Stelvio pass ; 
or harrowed yourself once more with old Squire 
Beltham’s slaughter of poor Roy Richmond by 
his merciless shuddering invective ^ 

You have felt you had beauty, comedy, 
tragedy, in all these, and in how many other 
characters and scenes So have I But he has 
not. Let us pray 
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PREFACE. 

• 

As my first attempt in the direction of com¬ 
piling a serious bibliography I put this forward 
tentatively, being fuUy conscious that it must 
be incomplete, in spite of its having been a 
labour of love. I am naturally anxious to ^dd 
to it in any subsequent edition; but should no 
other edition be called for I shall still be glad 
to receive 'any information bearing on the sub¬ 
ject,* for my own delectation; at any rate I 
hope it may be my privilege to extend it, by 
Mr. Meredith being spared to us for many 
more years of vigorous and characteristic work. 
It is highly probable that I have failed to 
find all Mr. Meredith’s uncollected and fugitive 
pieces, but 1 earnestly hope that this effort 
will induce others who have a special knowledge 
of the. subject to communicate with me. 

1 am aware that Mr. Meredith contributed 
to The Morning Post and The Pall Mall 
Gazette in a journalistic capacity. His articles 
are unsigned save by the Hall-Mark of 
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his genius, and I have not attempted 
to record them. The writer has said “ let them 
lie,” and in such a matter surely the author’s 
wish should be regarded. 

1 have, doubtless, oipitted many reviews of 
Mr. Meredith’s works, but 1 shall always be 
grateful for references to omissions. It seems 
to me of greater interest to append the writers* 
names when possible ; in a few cases I have' 
succeeded (those within parentheses), and the 
result is curiously interesting. For instance, 
Mr. W. E. Henley owns t6 having reviewed 
that masterpiece, “ The Egoist,” in four differ¬ 
ent places —The Athenceum, Academy^ Pall Mall 
Gazette^ and The Teacher. From that period 
the tide turned in favoui of Mr. Meredith’s 
works, and no one can doubt that Mr. Henley’s 
brilliant criticisms, [reprinted in his “Views and 
Reviews”] which won the praise of James 
Thomson [“ B.V. ”], * did much to open the 
eyes of critics and readers alike. 

•Extract from Thomsom’s diary:—“ Saturday^ Nov. i 57 P. 
Athenmum —Opening article on Egoist. The firbt critique on 
any of Geoige Meredith’s hooks I have ever .coitie across, in 
which the writer showed thorough knowledge of his works, and 
anything like an adequate appreciation of his wond^ul gmiius.” 
—Vide James Thomson’s Life, by H. S. SALT, p. 140. 1890, 
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There was a remarkable review of “ Richard 
Feverel” in 1859 v^ Tke TimeSy which, however, 
has since accorded to Mr. Meredith only short 
notices of two of his novels, James Thomson’s 

Note on George Meredith” [reprinted in his 
“ Essays and Phantasies ”] on the appearance ot 
"Beauchamp’s Career” [1876] is quite a notfible 
thing : the Athenaum review of the same work 
is hardly less noteworthy. More recently in the 
Saturday Review-[1S86] ^ppedived an excellent 
article on “Mr. George Meredith’s Novels” 
by an anonymous writer whose name—as well, 
as that of Tlie Times reviewer of “Richard 
Feverel” and the Athenmim reviewer .of 
“Beauchamp’s Career.”—I should like to 
have been able to give, as they must have 
been the means of enormously increasing the 
number of Mr, Meredith’s readers. At the same 
time it must be confessed that many of the 
criticisms that have appeared on Mr. Meredith’s 
work, whilst not unfavourable, clearly indicate 
that the writers were not in sympathy with him. 

Mr. Meredith’s printed letters are provokingly 
scarce, I only know of six, four of which are 
fragmentary. Those who have been privileged 
to read hi$ letters will share in my lament, for 
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it IS from his epistolary writings that we best 
learn to know the man, in them he—as it were 
—bares his soul. 

In the preparation of this work I have re¬ 
ceived generous help from Mr. John Morley, 
M.P., Mr. Theodore Watts, Mr. Kegan Paul, Mr. 
William Sharp, Mr. Frederick Chapman, Dr. 
Garnett, Mr. S. T. Whiteford, Mr. Gleeson White, 
Mr. Chas. Strachey, Dr. F. Arnold, Mr, F. J. 
Simmons, Mr. F. G. Aylward, Mr. J, Marshall, 
Mr. Elkin Mathews; especially I wish to thank 
Mr. F*. H. Evans and Mr. Arthur Symons. 

My thanks are also due to Mr. A. C. Swinburne 
for kindly permitting me to reprint his noble 
letter to the Spectator in defence of " Modern 
Love ” and to Mr. William Morton Fullerton for 
kindly allowing me to use his drawing— 
sketched for him by Mr. W. Maxse Meredith— 
of Mr. George Meredith’s Chalet^ the birthplace 
of so many of the characters in that brilliant 
galaxy the like! of which the world has not seen 
since Shakspere. 

John Lane. 

37, SOUTHWICK StrEEI, 

Hyde Park, W. 

January y 1891. 
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Chillian wallah (Poem). Chambers's Edinburgh Journal^ 
July 7, .1849, VoL XII., N.S., No. 288, p. 16. 

• (Not reprinted.) 

1850. 

Extracts from a Letter, dated December 17, 1850, 
to Parker (the Publisher), in reference to the publi¬ 
cation of “ Poems,” 1851. Messrs. Sotheby, Wil¬ 
kinson, & Hodge’s Sale Catalogue of Autograph 
Letters, Lot 144, p. 22, Nov. 27, 1889. 

Mr. Elkin Mathews purchased this lot. The letter is now in 
the possession of Julian Marshall, Esq. 
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POEMS: 


BY 

GEORGE MEREDITH. 


£OS ' blest Goddess of the Morning, hear 
The blind Orion praying on thy hill. 

And in thine odorous breath his spirit steep. 

That he, the soft gold of thy gleaming hand 
Passing across his heavy lids, sealed down 
With weight of many nights and night-hke days 
May feel as keenly as a new-born child. 

And, through it, learn as purely to behold 
The face of Nature. .... 

His blind eyes wept. 

R. H. Horne’s “ Orion.’ 


LONDON I 

JOHN W. PARKER & SON, 

West Strand. 

[Fcap. $vo, pp. viii. unnumbered and 160, and slip 

of Errata at end.] 
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DEDICATED WITH THE PROFOUND ADMIRATION AND AFFECTIONATE 

RESPECT OF ins 

SON-IN-LAW, 


Weybridgk, 

May> 1851, 
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< Contents : 

*The Oiive Branch. 

Love Witliin the I-over’s Breast. 

The Wild Bose and the Snowdrop. 

The Death of Winter. 

The Moon is Alone in the Sky. 

John Laclfland. 

The Sleeping City. 

The Poetry of Chaucer. 

„ Spencer. 

,, Shakespeare. 

ty Milton, 

,, Southey. 

,, Coleridge. 

,, Shelley. 

,, Wordsworth, 

' y, Keats. 

Violets. 

Angelic Love. 

Twilight Music. 

Requiem. 

The Flower of the Ruins. 

The Rape ct Aurora. 

South-West-Wind in the Woodland. 

Will o' the Wisp. 

Fair and False. 

Two Wedded Lovers watch'd the rising Moon. 

I cannot Lose thee for a Day. 

Daphne. ^ 

Should thy Love Die. 


* I am informed that this piece was first published in some 
magarine, but I h^ve been unable to trace it. I should be glad 
if any reader can give me a reference to an earlier appearance of 
this^ or of any other poem in this collection. 
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London by Lamplight. 

Under Boughs of breathing May. 

Pastorals (see pp. ioi'-5, an extended version of 
this hne :poem appears at pp. 87-100 of 
“Poems and Lyrics,” 1883). 

Beauty Rohtraut [originally appeared in The 
Ltader^ Septemljcr 14, 1850, p. 597.] 

To a Skylark. 

Sorrows and Joys. 

The Flower unfolds its dawning cup. 

Thou to me art such a Spring. 

Antigone. 

Swathed round in Mist and Crown’d with Cloudt 
No, noy the falling Blossom is ho sign. 

The Two Blackbirds. 

July- 

I would 1 were the Drop of Rain. 

Come to me in any shape. 

The Shipwreck of Idomeneus. 

The Longest Day. 

.To Robin Redbreast. 

The Daisy now is out upon the green. 

Sunrise. 

Pictures of the Rhine. 

To a Nightingale. 


Reviews. —The Leader^ pp. 635, 636, July S, 1851. The 
Spectatort p. 642, July 5, 1851. The Atheftcmm^ p. 895, Aug. 
23 » 1851. The Critic^ pp. 539,540 (by William Michael Rossetti), 
Nov. 15, 1851, Fraset's Magazine, V’'oh XLIV., pp. 629-31, 
Dec., 1851 (by Chas. Kingsley). Edinburgh Feview^ pp. 
3 SS» 356. Oct., 1856. The Curio (U.S.A.), pp. 265-7, by 
J. Refers Ree.s, Jan.-Feb., 1888. 
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Invitation to the Counl;ry (Poem). FrasePs Magazine^ 
Aug. 1851, Vol. XLIV., pp. 217, 218. 

(Not reprinted.) 

1851. 

To Alex. Smith, the Glasgow Poet (Sonnet). The 
Leader^ Dec, 20, 1851, p. 1212. 

(Not reprinted.) 

1852. 

The Sweet o* the Year (Poem). Fraser^s Magazine^ 
June, 1852, Vol. XLV., p. 699. 

1856. 

THE I SHAVING OF SHAGPAT. | An Arabian 
Entertainment. | By | George Meredith. ' | Lon< 
don: I Chapman and Hall, 193, Piccadilly. | 1856. | 
\The author reserves the right of translating this 
worh'\ Crown 8vo, pp. viii. 384. 

The remainderof this Edition was sold off in red cloth, 
without lettering on side, with price (icxr. 6</.) on back, and edges 
trimmed. 

This Edition has the following Prefatory Note : 

It has seemed to me that the only way to tell an Arabian 
Story was by imitating the style and manners of the Oriental 
Story-tellers. But sudi an attempt, whether successful or not, 
may read like a translation : I therefore think it better to prelude 
this Entertainment by an avowal that it springs from no Eastern 
source, and is in every respect an original Work. G. M. 
December 8, 1855. 
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The Second Edition of this work was issued in 1865, 
by Messrs. Chapman & ftall, in the Series of 
“ Standard Editions of Popular Authors,” with a 
Frontispiece of “ Bhanavar among the Serpents of 
Lake Kasatis;” designed by F. Sandys and en¬ 
graved by J. Saddler. Crown 8vo, pp. viii. 283. 

The following new Prefatoiy Note was written for this 
Edition:— 

** It has been suggested to me one who has no fear of 
Allegories on the banks of the Nile, that the hairy Shagpat 
must stand to mean umbrageous Humbug conquering the sons 
of men; and that Nooma bin Noorka represents the Seasons, 
which help us, if there is health in us, to dispel the affliction of 
his shadow; while roy heroic Shibli Bagarag is actually to be 
taken for Circumstance, which works under their changeful 
guidance towards our ultimate release from bondage, but with a 
disappointing apparent wayurardness. The excuse for such be¬ 
haviour as this youth exhibits, is so good that I would willingly 
let him wear the grand mask hereby offered to him. But, though 
his backslidings cry loudly for some sheltering plea, or garb of 
dignity, and though a story-teller should be flattered to have it 
supposed that anything very distinct was intended by him, the 
Allegory must be rejected altogether. The subtle Arab who 
conceived Shapgat, meant either very much more, or he meant 
less; and my belief is, that, designing in his wisdom simply to 
amuse, he attempted to give a larger embrace to time than is 
possible to the profound dispenser of Allegories, which are 
mortal; which, to be of any value, must be perfectly clear, and, 
when perfectly clear, are as little attractive as Mrs. Malaprop*s 
reptile.” 

This Edition has the following dedication : —“ Affectionately 
fDtsciibed to William Hardman, of Norhiton Hall.” 

(Sir WUliam Hardman, for 18 years Editor of Thfi Morning 
Post, died on September 11, 1890, aged 62.) 
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Another Edition was ^sued by Messrs. Chapman & 
Hall, in Pictorial Boards, at 2^., lamo, 1872. 

In this issue the Prefatory Note of the second edition is 
repeated. 

Reprinted, with “ Farina,” by Messrs. Chapman & 
Hall, in the Collected Editions of 1887 and 1889, 
in both of which the prefatory notes are omitted. 
Crown 8vo, pp. vi. 412. 

' The Author’s American Copyright Editions of this work were 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston, simultaneously 
with the first and second English Collected Editions, and are 
identical with them. 

Reviews. — The Spectator^ p. 1366, Dec. 20, 1855. The 
Examiner^ Dec. 29, 1855. The Criticy p. 15, Jan. i, 1856. 
The Athenaum, pp. 6, 7, Jan. 5, 1856. The Leader^ pp. 13-17, 
Jan. 5, 1856. .Smm, Jan. 8, 1856. Saturday Review^ p. ^16, 
Jan. 19, 1856. The Idler, No. 3, pp. 191, 192, March, 1856. 
hVestminster Review, No. iS, N.S., Vol. IX., pp. 638, 639 
(by George Eliot), April 1856. The New Quarto ty Rez.'cw, 
No. 18, pp. 149-52, April, 1856. Pall Mall Gazette, p. S, 
May 7, 1887. The Literary World (Boston), p. 285, Sept. 3, 
1887. 
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FARINA: | A Legend of Cologne. | By | George 
Meredith, [ author of “ The Shaving of Shagpat.” 1 
London: | Smith, Elder, Co., 65 CornhilL | 1857. 
Crown 8vo, pp. iv. unnumbered and 244. 

A Second Edition, with an engraved title-page by 
Mr. W. J. Linton, after the design of Mr. Walter 
Crane, was issued by Messrs. Smith, Elder, & Co. 
1865. Cloth, crown 8vo, pp. 248. 

This work also appeared in 1865 in Messrs. Smith, Elder, & 
Co.’s “ Standard Authors ” Series, at ij. With the exception 
of the engraved title being used for the paper cover, this edition 
is identical with the second. In this series the work went 
into at least three editions, but I have only been able to 
collate the first and third editions in this form, the latter differs 
slightly inasmuch as it was issued by Chapman & Hall, 186S, 
and has a printed title-page, Mr. Crane’s design (in colours) 
being used for the cover. 

Reprinted with the “ Shaving of Shagpat,” by Messrs. 
Chapman & Hall, in the Collected Editions of 1887 
and 1889. Crown 8vo, pp. vi. 412. 

The Author’s American Copyright Editions of this work were 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston, simultaneously 
with the first and second English Collected Editions, and are 
identical with them. 
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Reviews. — The Spectaio^^ pp. 886, 887, Aug. 22,1857. The 
Examiner, p. 532, Aug., 1857. The Saturday Review, p. 207, 
Aug. 29,1857. Leader, p. 837, Aug., 29,1857. The Critic, 
P* 394» Sept. I, 1857. The Daily News, Sept. 3, 1857. The 
Globe, Sept. 7, 1857. The Press, p. 898, Sept, iz, 1857. 
Westminster Review, pp. 597-9, No. 24, Vol. XII,, N.S., 
(by George ElioOt Oct., 1857. Morning Post, Nov. 20, 1S57. 
Athenaum, pp. 1483, 1484, Nov. 28, 1857. Eclectic Review, 
pp. 4S7-6 Ii May, 1838. 
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1859.. 

THE ORDEAL | OF \ RICHARD FEVEREL. 1 
A History of Father and Son. | By | George 
Meredith. | In three volumes. | London: | Chap¬ 
man and Hall, 193, Piccadilly, | 1859. | \T 7 ie right of 
Translation is reserved,] Crown 8vo. Vol. I., pp. 
iv, 303; Vol. IL, pp. iv. 348; Vol. III. pp.*iv. 395. 

Second Edition. Frontispiece by C. 0 . M(urray). 
One vol. 8vo, pp. 484. Kegan Paul, 1878. 

In this edition, and in all subsequent ones, the work is largely 
altered and condensed. 

Reprinted by Messrs. Chapman & Hall, in the Col¬ 
lected Editions of 1885, 1888, and 1889. 8yo, 
pp. 472- 

The Author’s American Copyright Editions of this work were 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston, simultaneously 
with the first and second English Collected Editions, and are 
identical with them. 

A Colonial Edition, identical with the above, was 
printed for Messrs. G. Robertsori & Co. in 1887. 

This work is included in Baron Tauchnitz’s Collcotion of 
British Authors.” In a '^ols., pp. 632. 1875. 

Compressed Translations. 

L’^preuve de Richard Fev^rel: Roman de la vie 
Anglaise de M. George Meredith. Par M. E. D. 
Foigues. 

Hevue des Deux Mmdes, —Premiere Partie, April 15, 1865; 
Deuxi^me Partie, May 1865; Derni^re Partie, May 15,1865. 
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Riccardo Feverel. Pes Giorgio Meredith. Versione 
dall’ inglese di L. Fadoa. Milano: Emilio Croci, 
Editore. 1873, 2 vols. lamo. pp. 240. Pictorial 
paper wrappers. 

Reviews. — The Critic ^ pp. 6, 7, July 2, 1859. The Leader^ 
p. 798, July 2y 1859. The Atheneeum, p. 48, July 9, 1859. 
Saturday RevieWy pp. 48, 49, July 9, 1859. The Spectatory 
pp. 717* 718, July 9, 1859. The Illustrated London News, p. 165* 
Aug. 13, 1859. The TimeSy p. 5, Oct. 14, 1859. Westminster 
RevieWy Vol. XVI., K.S., ^p. 627, Oct. 14, 1859. West- 
minster RevieWy July, 1864. Copds Tobacco Pliznty p. 5 (by 
James Thomson), May, 1879. Timcy Vol. II., N.s., pp. 
731, 752 (by Arthur Symons), Dec., 1883. Pall Mall Gasxttey 
p. 5, Dec. 12, 1885. Vanity Fairy Jan. 16, 1886. 

The Song of Courtesy (Poem), with an Illustration by 

J. Tenniel. Once a Weeky July 9, 1859, Vol. I., 
P* 30- 

(Not reprinted.) 

The Three Maidens (Poem), with an Illustration by 
Hablot K. Browne. Onu a Weeky July 30, t859, 
Vol. L, p. 96. 

(Not reprinted.) 

Over the Hills (Poem), with an Illustration by Hablot 

K. Browne. Once a Weeky Aug. 20, 1859, Vol. I., 
p. 160. 

(Not reprinted.) 

The Crown of Love (Poem), with an Illustration by 
J. E. Millais. Once a Weeky Dec. 31, 1859, 
Vol II., p. 10. 


(Not reprinted.) 
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EVAN HARRINGTON. | By | George Meredith, | 
author of The Ordeal of Richard Feverel,” | 
“ The Shaving of Shagpat,” I etc. | In 3 volumes. | 
London: | Bradbury & Evans, ii, Bouverie Street. | 
1861. I \^The Hight of Translation is rds€rved,'\ 
Crown 8vo. Vol. I., pp. iv. 302; Vol. IL, pp. 
iv. 279; Vol. III., pp. vii. 282. In 47 chapters. 

This work originally appeared in 47 chapters in Oma a Week, 
with 40 illustrations by Charles Keene, from Feb. li to Oct. 13, 
i860, inclusive, under the title of ** Evan Harrington ; or, He 
would be a Gentleman.” 

4 

Second Edition, with a Frontispiece by Charles 
Keene, was issued by Messrs. Bradbury, Evans, 
& Co., 1866. I vol. crown 8vo, pp. iv. 519. 

Reprinted by Messrs. Chapman & Hall, in the Col¬ 
lected Editions of 1885 and 1889, pp, iv. 519. 

The Author's American Copyright Editions of this work, were 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston, simultaneou^y 
with the first and second English Collected Editions, and are 
identical with them. 

A Colonial Edition, identical with the above, was 
printed for Messrs. G. Robertson & Co. in 1888. 
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Unauthorised Edition. 

This work was published in America, by Messrs. 
Harper & Bros., in i860, before it had been 
reprinted in this country, with the sab-title, as 
follows:—** Evan Harrington; or, He would be a 
Gentleman,” pp. 492, izmo, cloth, Si.50. 

Reviews. — Harpet^s Monthly Magazine^ Vol. XXII., p. 260, 
Jan., 1861. Saturday Review, Jan. 19, 1861. The Spectator, 
p. 66, Jan. 19, 1861. The Examiner, p. 183, March 23, 1861. 
PeUl Mall Gazette, p. 5, Dec. 12, 1885. Vanity Fair, June 20, 
1886. Time, Vol, II., N.s. (by Arthur Symons), pp. 631-3, 
Nov., 1885^ 
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1862. • 

MODERN LOVE | AND | POEMS OF THE 
ENGLISH ROADSIDE, | WITH | POEMS 
AND BALLADS. | By | George Meredith, | 
Author of “ The Shaving of Shagpat,*' “ The Ordeal 
of Richard | Feverel,” etc. | London: | Chapman 
& Hall, 193, Piccadilly. | 1862. | Extra fcap. .8vo, 
pp. viii. 216. 

Affectionately inscribed to Captain Maxse, R.N. 

Contents: 

Grandfather Bridgeman, 

The Meeting (originally appeared in Ome a IVeek, Sept, i, 
i860, Vol. III., p. 276, with an illustration by J. £. 
Millais). 

Modem Love. 

Juggling Jerry (originally appeared in Ofue a Week^ Sept. 3, 
1859, Vol. I., pp. 189, 190, under the title of **The Last 
Words of Juggling Jerry,” with an illustration by Hablot 
K. Browne). 

The Old Chartist (originally appeared in 0 >tee a Week^ Feb. 
8, 1862, Vol. VI., pp. 18204, with an illustration by 
F. Sandys). 

The Beggar’s Soliloquy (originally appeared in Onc^ a 

March 30, 1861, Vol. IV., pp. 378, 379, with an illus*- 
tration by Charles Keene). 

The Patriot Engineer (originally appeared in Oftcf a Week, 
Dec. 14, x86i, Vol. V., pp. 685-7, with an illustration 
by Charles Keene). 

Cassandra. 

The Young Usurper. 

Margaret’s Bridal>£ve. 

Marian. 
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The Head of Bran (origiflally appeared in Ome a Week^ Feb. 
4, i860, Vol. II., pp. 131, 132, with an illustration by 
John £. Millais). 

By Morning Twil^ht. 

Autumn Even-Song (originally appeared in Once a IVeek, 
Dec. 3, 1859, Vol. I., p. 464). 

Unknown Fair Faces. 

Phantasy (originally appeared in Onee a Week^ Nov. 23, 1861, 
Vol. V., pp. 6oi, fca). 

Shemselnihar. 

“A Roar through the tall twin Elm-Trees.” 

When I would Image.” 

** I chafe at Darkness.” 

By the Rosanna. To F. M. Admiral Maxse) (ori¬ 
ginally appeared in Once a fVeek, Oct. 19, 1861, Vol. V., 
pp. 460-2). 

Ode to the Spirit of Earth in Autumn. , 

The Doe ; A Fragment from ** Wandering Willie.” 

Reviews. — The Critic^ p. 487, May 17, 1862, *The Spec- 
tatoTy pp. 580, 581, May 24, 1862. The Athenawn^ 
p. 719, May 31,1862. Westminster Review^ Vol. XXII., 
N.S., p. 284, July, 1862. 

* This notice evoked the following interesting letter from Mr. 
Swinburne, which has never before been reprinted:— 

The Spectator^ June 7, 1862, pp. 632, 633. 

Mr. Qborgb Meredith’s Modern Love.” 

Sir, — i cannot resist asking the favour of admission for my 
protest against the article on Mr. Meredith’s last volume of poems 
in the Spectator of May 24th. That 1 personally have for the 
writings, whether varse or prose of Mr. Meredith, a most sincere 
and deep admiration is no doubt a matter of inhnitely small 
moment. 1 wish only, in default of a better, to appeal seriously 
on general grounds against this sort of criticism as applied to 
one of the leaders of English literature. To any fair attack Mr. 
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Meredith’s books of course lie as mrich open as another man’s ; 
indeed) standing where he does, the very eminence of his post 
makes him perhaps more liable than a man of less well-earned 
fame to the periodical slings and arrows of publicity. Against 
such criticism no one would have a right to appeal, whether for 
his own work or for another’s. But the writer of the article in 
question blinks at stating the fact that he is dealing with no 
unfledged pretender. Any work of a man who^hfia won his 
spurs and fought his way to a foremost place among the men of 
his time, must claim at least a grave consideration and respect. 
It would hardly be less absurd, in remarking on a poem by Mr. 
Meredith, to omit all reference to his previous work, and treat 
the present book as if its author had never tried his hand at such 
writing before, than to criticise the Ugende dcs SUdeSy or 
(coming to a nearer instance) the Idylls of the Kin^i without 
taking into account the relative position of the great English Or 
the greater French pc^t. On such a tone of criticism as (his any 
one who may chance to see or hear of it has a right to comment. 

But even if the case were different, and the author were now 
at his starting-point, such a review of such a book is surely out 
of date. Praise or blame should be thoughtful, serious, careful, 
when applied to a work of such subtle strength^ such depth of 
delicate power, such passionate and various beauty, as the 
leading poem of Mr, Meredith’s volume: in some points, as 
it seems to me (and in this opinion I know that I have weightier 
judgments than my own to back me) a poem above the aim and 
beyond the reach of any but its author. Mr. Meredith is one of 
the three or four poets now alive whose work, perfect or imperfect, 
is alvmys as noble in design^ as it is often faultless in result. The 
present critic falls foul of him for dealing with '* a deep and 
painful subject on which he has no conviction to express.” 
There are pulpits enough for all preachers in prose; the business 
of verse-writing is hardly to express convictions; and if some 
poetry, not without merit of its kind, has at times dealt in dog* 
matic morality, it is all the worse and all the weaker for that. 
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A& to subject, it is too much to expect that all schools of poetry 
are to be for ever sul>ordinate to the one just now so much in 
request with us, whose scope of sight is bounded by the nursery 
walls; that all Muses are to bow down before her who babbles, 
with lips yet warm from their pristine pap, after the dangling 
delights of a child’s coral; and jingles with haccid fingers one 
knows not whether a jester’s or a baby’s liells We have not too 
many writers-capable of duly handling a subject worth the serious 
Interest of men. As to execution, take almost any spnnet at 
random out of this series, and let any man qualified to judge for 
himself of metre, choice of expression, and splendid language, 
decide on its claims. And, after all, the test will be unfair, 
except as regards metrical or pictorial monl ; every section of 
this great progressive poem being connected with the other b> 
links of the finest and, most studied workmanship. Take, for 
Example, that noble sonnet, l^eginning 

" We saw the swallows gathering the sktes,” * 

a more perfect piece of writing no man alive has ever turned 
out; witness these three lines, the grandest perhaps of the 
book: 

1 '* And in the largene^a Of the evening eaith, 

. Our spirit grew as we walked side by side; 

t The hour beue^me her husband, and my bride;" 

but in transcription it must lose the colour anS effect given 
it by its place in the senes; the grave and lender beauty, which 
makes it at once a bridge and a resting-place between the 
admirable poems of passion it falls among. As specimens of 
pure power, and depth of imagination at once intricate and 
vigorous, take the two sonnets on a false passing reunion of wife 
and husband; the sonnet on the rose ; that other beginning: >. 

** 1 am not of those ini««rable males 
Who sniff at vice, and daring not to snap, 

Do therefore hope for Heaven.' 

And, again, that earlier one : 

All other joys of life he strove to warm." 
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Of the shorter poems which give chafacter to the book I have not 
space to speak here; and as the critic has omitted noticing the 
most valuable and important (such as the ** Beggar’s Soliloquy,” 
and the " Old Chartist,” equal to Berangcr for completeness of 
effect and exquisite justice of style, but noticeable for a thorough 
dramatic insight, which B^ranger missed through his personal 
l^assions and partialities), there is no present need to go into the 
matter. 1 ask you to admit this protest simply out of justice to 
the book in hand, believinig as I do that it expresses the de¬ 
liberate unbiassed opinion of a sufficient number of readers to 
warrant the insertion of it, and leaving to your consideration 
rather their claims to a fair bearing than those of the book’s 
author to a revised judgment. A poet of Mr. Meredith’s rank 
can no more be profited by the atlvocacy of his admirers than 
injured by the rash or partial attack of his critics. 

A. C. SWINBURNE. 
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1864. 

EMILIA IN ENGLAND | By | George Meredith I 
author of “ Evan Harrington ” “ The Ordeal of 
Richard Feverel ” | “ The Shaving of Shagpat ” | 
In three volumes | London: | Chapman & Hall, 
193, Piccadilly, | 1864. | \The right of Translation 
is reserved.] Crown 8vo, Vol. I., pp. iv. 306 ; Vol. 
II., pp. iv. 285 j Vol. III., pp. iv. 338. 

Reprinted by Messrs. Chapman & Hall in the 
Collected Editions of 1887 and 1889, under the 
title of “ Sandra Belloni.” Originally “ Emilia in 
England,’’ pp. vii. 462. 

The Author’s American Copyright Editions of this work were 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston, simultaneously 
with the first and second English Collected Editions, and they 
are identical with them. 

A Compressed Translation. 

Sandra Belloni: Roman de la Vie Anglaise, de M. 
George Meredith. Par M. E. D. Forgues.* 

Itevus des Deux Mondes —Premiere Partie, Nov. 15, 1864. 
Seconde Partie, Dec. i, 1864. Derni^re Partie, Dec. 15, 1864. 

4 

* It may be interesting to note that Mr. Arthur Symons has recently 
pideed up in Paris, on the Quai des Grands Augustins, first editions of 
Rkhard Fevtnl and EmiUa in Et^Iand—hoth of them presentation copies. 
The flyleaf of the former has ** With the Author’s compliments,” and, below, 
” M. Bulos/' not in Mr. Meredith s handwriting. On the titie*page of the 
lattar Mr. Meredith has written: ” Monsieur E. D. Forgues^Hommages 
Ac TAuteur.” 
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Reprinted in a volume as follows f— 

Sandra Belloni: L’Anneau D’Amasis; La "Famille 
Du Docteur. Imitations de TAnglais. Par E. D. 
Forgues. Paris: Librairie de L. Hachette et Cie., 
Boulevard Saint Germain, No. 77. 1866. 8vo, 

pp. 355, of which “Sandra Belloni” occupies the 
first 212 pages. 

Reviews — The Reader (by Richard Garnett), April 23,1864. 
T^e Athenauniy p. 609, April 30, 1864. Saturday Review^ 
p. 660, May 28, 1864. Westminster Review, p. 253, July, 1864. 
The Examiner, p. 469, July 23, 1864. Pall Mall Gazette, p. 5, 
June 14, 1886. I'ime (by Arthur Symons), Vol. III., N.S., pp. 
379 i 3S0, March, 1886. 

, • 

The Story of Sir Arnulph (Poem). Once a IVeek^ 
Jan, 23, 1864, Vol. X., p. 126. 

(Not reprinted.) 
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1865. 

RHOPA FLEMING. | A Story. | By | George 
Meredith, [ author of | “ The Ordeal of Richard 
Feverel,” “ Evan Harrington,” etc. etc. j In three 
volumes. | London: | Tinsley Brothers, Catherine 
Street, Strand. | 1865. | [Ail rights of Ttanslaiion 
and Reproduction are reserved^ Crown 8vo, Vol. I., 
pp. vi. 331; Vol. II., pp. vi. 291; Vol. III., pp. vi. 

Reprinted by Messrs. Chapman & Hall, in the Col¬ 
lected Editions of 1886 and 1889. Crown 8vo, 
pp. vii. 399. 

4 

These editions are considerably revised. 

The Author’s American Copyright Editions of this work were 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston, simultaneously 
with the first and second English Collected Editions, and are 
identical with them. 

This work, with an Irjtroductory Note of three ps^es, signed 
“ P. R.,” is included in the “Colonial Edition ” of “ Pethcrick’s 
Collection of Favourite and Approved Authors,” 1889. 

Reviews. — The Illustrated Londm News^ p. 307, Sept. 30, 
1865. Athenaum, p. 495, Oct. 14, 1865. Saturday Review^ 
p. 489, Oct. 14,1865. Morning Post, p. 2, Oct. 18, 1865. Pall 
Mall Gazette, pp. 842,843) IVesiminster Review, 

Vol. XXIX., N.S., p. 2851 Jan., 1866. Vanity Fair, Jan. 26, 
x886. Athenaum «<New Edition), pp. X37, 138 (by W. E. 
Hfnley), July 31, 1886. Time, Vol. IV., N.s., pp. 248, 249 
(by Arthur Symons), Aug., 1886, 
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1867. 

♦VITTORIA I By | Gkorgb Meredith. | In three 
volumes. [ London: | Chapman & Hall, 193, 
Piccadilly. | mdcclxvil ] \Legal Rights reserved.] 
Post 8vo, Vol. I., pp. iv. 317 ; Vol, IL, pp. iv. 333; 
Vol. III., pp4 iv. 288. In 46 chapters. 

This work originally appeared in the Fortnightly 
Review^ in 46 chapters, from Jan. 15, 1866, to Dec. 1, 
, 1866, inclusive. 

Reprinted by Messrs. Chapman & Hall, in the Col¬ 
lected Editions of 1S86 and 1889, pp. vii. 500. 

The Author's American Copyright Editions of this work were 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston, simultaneously 
with the first and second English Collected Editions, and are 
identical with them. 

Reviews.— Pal! Mall Gazette^ p. ion, Jan 25, 1867. The 
Saturday Review, p. 149, Feb. 2, 1867. The Spectator, pp. 
161, 162, Feb. 9, ^867. The Atkenaum, p. 248, Feb. 23,1867. 
Pall Mall Gazette, p. 5, June 14, 1886. 


* The references in this work to The Chief" are to Mazzini,and 1 have 
seen or heard it stated that an Italian newspaper had reprinted these refer¬ 
ences as the best estimate of their great patriot, but as 1 have been unable to 
verify this statement, 1 should feel obliged to any correspondents who y^Id 
supply me with information on this subject. 
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La Maison Forestifere (Critical Note on). The Fort¬ 
nightly Review^ Jan. i, 1867, p. 126-8. 

(Not reprinted.) 

Training in Theory and Practice. By Archibald 
Maclaren (Critical Note on). The Fortnightly 
RevieiUj March, 1867, pp. 380-a. 

(Not reprinted.) 

l..ines to a Friend Visiting America (Poem). [These 
lines were addressed to Mr. John Morley. During 
Mr. Morley^s absence Mr. Meredith took charge of 
The Fortnightly.^ The Fortnightly Review, Dec., 
1867, pp. 727-3^* 

(Not reprinted.) 



i868^ BIBLIOGRAPHY OP MEREDITH. xxxiii 


1868. 

Saint Paul (Poem). By Frederic H. Myers (Critical 
Note on). The Fortnightly Review^ Jan., 1868, pp. 
H5-7- 

(Not reprinted.) 

C'ountess of Brovinlow’s Reminiscences (Critical Note 
on). The Fortnightly Review^ Feb. i, 1868, pp, 
229-32. 

(Not reprinted.) 

Mr. Robert Lytton’s Poems (Signed Article). The 
Fortnightly Review^ June, 1868, pp. 658-72. 

(Not reprinted.) 


1869. 

Homer's Iliad in English Rhymed Verse, By Charles 
Merivale (Critical Note on). The Fortnightly Re^ 
view, May, 1869, pp. 629-30. 

(Not reprinted.) 

Extracts from a Letter, dated June 25, 1869, to John 
Holden, on Edgar Poe's “ Raven." Messrs. Sotheby, 
Wilkinson, Sc Hodge's Sale Catalogue of Autograph 
Letters, Lot 145, p. 22, Nov. 27, 1889.. * 
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1870. 

In the Woods (Poem in nine stanzas). The Ft^rt- 
nightly Revieiv, Aug., 1870, pp. 179-83. 

Portions of this poem have been altered*and reprinted. See 
** Whimper of Sympathy,” pp. 63, 64, Ballets atid Poems, 1887; 
“Woodland Peace,*’ pp. 52-4, and “Dirge in Woods,” pp. 
64, 65, of A Reading of Earth, iS88» 
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1871., 

THE ADVENTURES 1 OF | HARRY RICH¬ 
MOND. I By I George Meredith. | In three 
vols. I London: [ Smith, Elder & Co., 15, 
Waterloo Place. | 1871. [ \All rights resero€d,\ 
Crown 8vo, Vol. I., pp. iv, 318, and i unnumbered; 
Vol. II., pp. iv. 325 ; VoL III., pp, iv. 298, and i 
unnumbered. In 60 chapters. 

The second edition, identical with the above, was also issued 
in, 1871. 

This work originally appeared in 60 chapters, in C&mhill^ 
with 15 initial and 15 full-page illustrations by Mr. George Du 
Maurier, from Sept. 1870 to Nov. 1871, inclusive. 

Reprinted by Messrs. Chapman & Hall, in the Col- 
* lected Editions of 1887 and 1889, pp. 544. 

The Author’s American Copyright Editions of this work were 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston, simultaneously with 
the first and second Er^lish Collected Editions, and aie identical . 
with them. 

A Colonial Edition, identical with the above, was printed for 
Messrs. G. Robertson & Co. in 1887. 

Reviews. — Athenmun^ p. 590, Nov. 4, 1871. Daily Hews^ 
Nov. 6, 1871. 77 /e Echo, Nov. 10, 1871. Tke Examiner^ 

p. 1x22, Nov. II, 1871. The Illustrated London Netos^ p. 466, 
Nov. 11, 1871. The Daily Telegraphy Nov. 20, 1871. The 
Graphky Nov. 25, 1871. The Morning Posty Dec. 2, 1871. 
Westminster RevieWy Vol. XLI, M.S., p. 274, Jan., 1872. Ihe 
Spectatory pp. 79, So, Jan. 20,1872. The Ausiralasiany Feb. xo, 
1872. Vanity Fairy March 16, 1872. Blackwoods Magtzincy 
p, 755, June, 1872. Pall Mall GazettOy p. 5, Jan. 14, 188&. 
Vanity Fairy June 20, 1886. Timey Vol. Ill,, N.S., pp. 247, 
248 (by Arthur Symons), Feb., 1886. * 
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• 1876. 

BEAUCHAMP'S CAREER | By George Mere¬ 
dith, 1 author of “ The Shaving of Shagpat,** “ The 
Ordeal of Richard \ Feverell,” etc., etc. | In three 
volumes. | London: | Chapman and Hall, 193, Pic¬ 
cadilly. I 1876. I [A/l rights reserved?^ Crown 8vo, 
Vol, I.,pp. vii. 312; Vol. II., pp. vii. 318; Vol. III., 
pp. vii. 339. In 56 chapters. 

This work originally appeared in The Fortnightly RevieWt in 
56 chapters, from Aug. 1874 ^ 1875, inclusive. 

Reprinted by Messrs. Chapman & Hall, in the Col¬ 
lected Editions of 1886 and 1889, pp. vii. 506. 

The Author*s American Copyright Editions of this work wq’e 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Bostoif, simultaneously with 
the first and second English Collected Editions, and are identical 
with them. 

This work, with an Introductory Note of three pages, signed 
“ P. R.,” is included in the ** Colonial Edition ” of “ Pctherick’s 
Collection of Favourite and Approved Authors.^' 1889. 

This work is also included in Baron Tauchnitz’s “ Collection 
of Britisl} Authors.’* 2 Vols. p. 672. 1876. 

Reviews.— News, Dec. 22, 1875. Athmaum, p. 19, 
Jan. X, 1876. The Standard, Jan. 4, 1876. The Examiner, 
P* 4S» ^ S* S. {i.e.. Geo. Barnett Smith), Jan. 8, 1876. The 
Times, p. 4, Jan. 8, 1876. The Graphic, Jan, 8, 1876. 755^ 
Academy, p. 51, by Dr, R, F. Littledale, Jan. 15, 1876. Pail 
Mall Gazette, pp. xx, 12, Feb. 5, 1876. Canadian Monthly, 
pp. 341-343} Hay, 1876. Saturday Review, May, 13, 1876. 
Cope's TobaccQ Plant (by James Thomson), June, 1876. The 
Secularist (by James Thomson), 1876. Time, Vol. IV., N.3., 
pp. 508, 509 (by Arthur Symons), Oct., x886. 
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1877. 

THE HOUSE ON THE BEACH. A Realistic 
7'ale. The New Quarterly Magazine^ Jan. 1877. 
No. 14, pp. 329-410. 

(Not reprintefl in England.) 

An unauthorised edition of this Tale was issued by Messrs. 
Harper & Bros., in their “Half-Hour” Series, No. 22, 1877. 
24mo, pp. 140. 20 cents. 

On the Idea of Comedy, and of the Uses of the 
Comic Spirit (A Lecture delivered at the London 
• Institution, FeJ). ist, 1877.) The New Quarterly 
Magazine^ April, 1877, No. 15, pp. 1-40. 

(Not reprinted.) 

An article on this Lecture (“ Mr. George Meredith on 
Laughter ”) appeared in 715^ Spectator^ pp. 179, 180, Feb. 10, 

1877. 

The Case of General Ople and Lady Camper. The 
New Quarterly Magazine^ July, 1877, No. 16, 
pp. 428-478. 

(Not reprinted in England.) 

t 

This story ran through The Sun (New York), in 1890. 

Reprinted in ** LovelPs Westminster Series.” New York j 
John W. Lovell Company, 1890. Price 25 cents. 
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1879. 

THE EGOIST | A Comedy in Narrative | By | 
Georoe Meredith \ In three volumes | London | 
C. Kegan Paul & Co., i, Paternoster Square | 1879 1 
Crown 8vo. Vol. L, pp. v. 337; Vol. II., pp. iv. 320; 
Vol. III., pp. iv. 353. 

Second Edition, with a Frontispiece by H. M. P[aget], 
was issued, in one Volume, by Messrs. Kegan Paul 
& Co. 1880. Crown 8vo, pp. 505. 

« 

Reprinted by Messrs. Chapman & Hall, in the Col¬ 
lected Editions of 1886 and 1889, pp. vii. 505. 

The Author’s American Copyright Editions of this work were 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston, simultaneously with 
the first and second English Collected Editions, and are identical 
with them. * 


Unauthorised Editions. 

No. 90 in “ Harper’s Franklin Square Library.” 15 cents. 
No. 1150 in George Munro’s (N.Y.) ** Seaside Library,” 2 
Vols., ppw 458, Dec. 26, i888. 

/ 

Reviews. — Athenaum^ p. 555 (by W. E. Henley), Nov. i, 
1879. The Examiner I409, Nov. I, 1879. The Spectatory 
pp. 1383,' 1384, Nov. I, 1879, Fail Mall Ga&ettCy p, lO (by W. 
E. Henley), Nov. 3, 1879. Daily Newsy p. 6, Nov. 12, 1879. 
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Saturday Review, p. 607, Nov. 15, J879. Tfu Academy, p. 369 
(by W. E. Henley), Nov. 22, 1879. Copers Tobaccd'Plant (by 
James Thomson), Jan., 1880. Neiv Quarterly Magazifu, pp. 
228'-232, Jan., 1880. British Quarterly (by Henry Alton, D. D.), 
p. 232, Jan., i$8o. Westiiiinster Revieut, Vol. LVIL, n.s., 
p. 287, Jan., 1880. The Teacher, p. 130 (by W. E. Henley), 
Feb. t4, 18.80. Blackwood^ Magazine, Vol. CXXVIII., pp. 
401-404, Sept., 1880. Pall Mall Gazette, p. 5, May 7, 1887. ' 
Time, Vol. IV., N.S., p. 755 (by Arthur Symons), Dec. i886. 

The Tale of Chloe: An Episode in the History of 
Beau Beamish. The New Quarterly Magazine, 
July, 1879, pp. 57-113. 

(Not reprinted in England). 

....This story ran through The Sun (New York), in 1890. 

I» 

Reprinted in “ Lovell’s Westminster Series.” New York ; 
John W. Lovell Company, 1890. Price 25 cents. 
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• 1880. 

THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. | A Study in a 
WELL-KNOWN Story. | (Enlarged from The JFort’^ 
nightly Review,) | By | George Meredith. | In 
two volumes. | London: | Chapman and Hall, 
Limited, 193, Piccadilly. | 1880. | {All Rights Re- 
served,) Crown 8vo. Vol. I., pp. iv. unnumbered 
and 199; Vol. II., pp. iv. unnumbered and i8t. 
In 17 chapters. 

Many copies of this edition were bound up in one volume, 
with 1881 substituted for 1880. 

This story originally api)eared in The Fortnightly Review^ in 
15 chapters, from Oct. t88o to Feb. i88x, inclusive. 

Another Edition was issued by Messrs. Ward, Loct:, 
& Co., in the “Select Authors'* Series, at 2s, 
(1881). One Vol. crown 8vo, pictorial boards, 
pp. 309. 

This work is included in Baron Tauchnitz’s “ Collection of 
British Authors,” pp. 280, 1881. 

“ The Tragic Comedians ” tells the story of an episode in the 
life of Ferdinand Lassalle—the love-episode which led to his 
tragic death. All the characters are real people, only the names 
being changed. Mr. Meredith’s main authority was the book 
written by the heroine of his narrative, Helene von Racowitaa 
{gUe Helene voii Donniges), entitled ** Meine Beziehungen ,zu^ 
Ferdinand Lassalle.” Hie book was published at Breslau, in 
1879, by Schottlaender (pp. 188). See also for an account of 
the situation from a more independent standpoint, “Lassalle’s 
Tod. Im Anschluss an die memoriess der Helene von Raco* 
witza: Meine Beziehungen zu Ferdinand Lassalle zur Erganzung 
derselben.” Chemnitz: ErnestSchmeizner. 1880. 
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Subjoined are some of the principal characters and theii 
English substitutes. 

Real Natnes. Characters in the Nioveh 

Ferdinand Lassalle. Sigismund Alvan.- 

Helene von Ddnniges ... Clotilde von Rudiger. 

Yanko von Racowitza ... Marko Romaris. 

Baron Korff . Count Kollin. 

Countess von Hatzfeldt ... Lucie Baroness von Crefeldt. 

Rustow .. ... Tresten. 

Dr. Haenle . Dr. Stbrchel. 

The following articles also throw considerable light on the 
characters in this book:— 

Ferdinand I-assalle: The German Social Democrat. 
By J. M. Ludlow. The Fortnightly FevieWj April, 
1869, pp. 419-453- 

A Son of the New Time. Temple Bar, March, 1881, 
PP- 3 i 4 '- 329 - 

An Episode in the Life of Ferdinand Lassalle (with 
a portrait). By M. Walters. The Universal Review, 
Aug. 15, 1890, pp. 521-534. 

Reviews. — The Athenaum, Jan. 8, 1S81. Daily News, p. 3, 
Jan. 27, 1881. Scotsman, p. 6, Jan. 28, 1881. Truth, Jan. 28, 
1881. The World, Feb. 7, 1881. Westminster Review, Vol. 
LlX.y N.S., p. 612, April, l88z. Melbourne Argus, May 14, 
1881. 

Letter to James Thomson (“ B. V.”) 

See the “Life of James Thomson/* by S. Salt, 
pp. 153, i 54 i • 


3 
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.1883. 

POEMS AND LYRICS [ OF ] THE JOY OF 
EARTH I By 1 George Meredith | London | 
Macmillan and Co. | 1883. Extra fcap.Svo, pp. ix. 

181, and a Note on unnumbered page at end. 

Inscribed to James Cotter Morison. 

• • ■ • 

Antistans mihi milihus trecentis. 

Contents. 

The Woods of Westermain. 

A Ballad of Past Meridian (originally appeared in 7 'he 
Fortnightly ReuUwy June, 1876, p. 829). 

The Day of the Daughter of Hades. 

The Lark Ascending (originally appeared in The Fort¬ 
nightly RevieWy May, 1881, pp. 588-591). 

Phcebus with Admetus (originally app ^ared in Macmillans 
Magazine^ Dec., 1880, Vol. XLIIL, pp. 122-4). 

Melampus. 

Love in the Valley (originally appeared in Macmillans 
Magazine, Oct,. 1878, Vol. LL, pp. 445-51. Re¬ 
printed in “Patchwork,” by Mr. Frederick Locker, 
?879, pp. X42-5. Mr. Locker adds the following 
note;—“ We can picture to ourselves the boy poet 
of these charming lines, like Keats, hardly out of his 
teens.”) 

The Three Singers to Young Blood. 

The Orchard and the Heath (originally appeared in Mac- 
mUktns Magazine, Feb., 1868, pp. ^2-6). 

Martin’s Puzzle (originally appeared in The Fortnightly 
Review, June, 1865, PP* 239"4i)- 

Earth and Man. 

A Ballad of Fair Ladies in Revolt (originally appeared 
in The For^ightly Review, Aug., 1876, pp. 332^41). 
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SONNEHS. 


Lucifer in Starlight. 
The Star Sirus. 
Sense and Spirit. 
Earth’s Secret. 


The Spirit of Shakespeare, 
continued. 


originally appeared in 
The Athenaumt 
Feb. lo, 1883, p. 184. 


Internal Harmony. 

Grace and Love. 

Appreciation. 

The Discipline of Wisdom. 

The State of Age. 

Progress. 

The World’s Advance. 

A Certain People. 

The Garden of Epicurus. 

A Later Alexandrian. 

An Orson of the Muse. 

The Point of Taste. 

Catnelus Saltat, continued. 

To J. M. (John Morley), originally appeared in 
The Fortnightly Revieiv^ June, 1867, p. 696. 
To a Friend Recently Lost, T. T. (Tom Taylor), 
originally appeared in The Comkill Magazine^ 
Oct., 1880. 

My Theme, continued. 

Time and Sentiment (originally appeared in The 
Fortnightly Review^ April, 1870, p. 432, 


under the title of *‘A*Mafk in Time." 


Reviews.— Times^ June ii, 1883. St. James' Gazette, 
pp. 7, June ^5, ^883* Fall Gazette, June 29, 1883. 
7 Tu Academy, by Mark Pattison, pp. 37, 38, July 21, 1883 
(Reprinted in The Literary News (U.S.A.), pp, 318, 319, Oct., 
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1883). TTte Scotsman^ July 21, 1883. Manchester Guardian^ 
July 23, 1883. Athenaum^ pp. 103-5 Theodore Watts), 
July 28, 1883. Merry England (lay Mrs. Alice Meynell), Aug., 
1883. Literary JVarld, Aug. 3, 1883. Glasgow Herald, Aug. 7, 
1883. See also letter headed “ A Voyage round the World ” (by 
Moncurc D. Conway) Glasgow Herald, Aug. 14, 1883. The, 
Contemporary Review, by W. P. Ker, Sept., 1883. Melbourne 
Argus, Sept. 15, 1883. Fortnightly Reznew, by W. L. Courtney, 
PP* 7 > 7 > 7 * 8 » Nov., 1883. Daily News, Dec. 4, 1883. Literary 
World (Boston, U.S.A.),p. 454, Dec. 15, 1883. Critic (U.S.A.), 
Dec. 29, 1883. Annual Register, 1883. 
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1885. 

DIANA OF THE CROSSWAYS I A Novel j By | 
George Meredith | Considerably enlarged from 
“ The Fortnightly Review ” | In Three Volumes 
London: Chapman and Hall | Limited j 1885 
\^All Rights reserved?^ Crown 8vo. Vol. I., pp. 
viii. 344; Vol. II., .pp. vi. 335; Vol. III. pp. vi. 
330. In 43 chapters. 

Inscribed to Frederick Pollock. 

Three editions in this form were exhausted in 1885. 
Twenty-six chapters of this work (down to chap. 8, Vol. III.) 
originally appeared in The Fortnightly Reviewy from June to 
December, 1S84, inclusive. 

Reprinted by Messrs. Chapman & Hall, in the Col* 
lected Editions of 1885 and 1889, pp:^ vi. 348. 

The Author’s American Copyright Editions of this work were 
issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, Boston, simultaneously 
with the tirsi and second English Collected Editions, and they 
are identical with them. 

A Colonial Edition, identical with the above, was 
printed for Messrs. E. A. Petherick & Co., ip 1887. 

Unauthorised Editions. 

No. 468 in “ Harper’s Franklin Square Library,” Price ao 
cents. 

t 

No. 350 in Geoi^e Munro’s (N. V.) “ Seaside Library,” p. 106, 
i2mo. 10 cents. ^ * 
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This Edition was obviously reprinted from The Fortnightly 
Rtfoivw'f it is consequently only a fragment (down to chap. 21), 
although no intimation to the effect appears. The Author’s 
concluding words of reference to an “ extended chronicle ” being 
studiously omitted. 

A Burlesque (by Rlidolph C. Lehmann) of this work, 
under the title of “Joanna of the Cross Ways” 
(by George Verimyth, author of Richard's Setferal 
Editions^ The Aphorist^ Shampoo's Shaving-Pot)^ 
appeared as No. 3 of “ Mr, Punch's Prize Novels,” 
with an illustration by E. T. R. Punchy Oct 18, 
1890, pp. 191, 192. 

Reviews. — The Guardian^ Feb. 2^, 1885. The Academy, 
p. 147, by James Ashcroft Noble, Feb. 28, 1885. Couig 
Circular, Mar. 2, 1885. Vanity Fair, Mir. 2, 1885. Daily 
News (Leader), Mar. 10, 1885. Whitehall Review, Mar. 12, 
1885. Athenaum, pp. 339, 340 (by W. K. Henley), Mar. 14, 
1885. The Graphic^ Mar. 14, 1885. St, Jamels Gazette, Mar. 
16, 1885. Saturday Review, pp. 389, 390 (by Cosmo Monk> 
house), Mar. 21, 1885. Pall Mall Gaaette, p. 4, Mar. 28, 1885. 
IllustfOted London News, Mar. 28, 1885. Scotsman, p. 5, Mar. 
30, 1885. Ihe literary World, pp. 32a, 323, April 3, 1885. 
Glasgow Herald, p. 6, April 9, 1885. The Spectator, pp. 517, 
518, April 18, 1885. Truth, April 23, 1885. 'Jhe Times, 
June I, 1885. Standard, June 2, 1885. Literary World 
(Boston,' U S.A.), July 25, 1885. 

4 

A Letter to the Queen on Lord Cranworth’s Marriage 
and Divorce Bill. By the Hon. Mrs. Norton, 
** Only a woman’s hair.” 

London: Longraanj Brown, Green, & Longmans. 
1855. Demy 8vo, pp. 155. 
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Mr. Le Gallienne writes me»— 

* 

** I don’t know that there is any authoritative warrant 
for the inclusion of Mrs. Norton’s * Letter ’ among Meredithiana, 
but the gossip which identifies her with Diana is, of course* 
sufficiently general to make a conjectural inclusion imperative. 

** That the gossip is well founded a very cursory perusal of the 
letter puts quite beyond doubt, the circumstances are too nearly 
parallel to admit of hesitation. 

If it really be so, a very interesting artistic comparison might 
be made between this original Diana and her of the Crossways. 
Brilliant as the letter is, it suffers from a hysterical rhetoric that 
differentiates them to a degree which bears triumphant witness 
to Meredith’s creative power. ” 


On the Danger of War (Sonnet). Pall Mall Gazette^ 
•May ist, i885,.p. 3. 

(Not reprinted.) 
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1886. 

A Pause in the Strife (Political Article). Pall Mall 
Gazette^ July 9th, 1886. 

(Not reprinted.) 

Concessions to the Celt (Essay). Fortnightly Revie^^ 
Oct, 1886, pp. 448-51. 

(Not reprinted.) 

To Cardinal Manning (Sonnet). Pall Mall Gazette^ 
Nov. 5th, 1886. 


(Not reprinted.) 



\»87] BIBLIOGRAPHY OF MEREDITH 


xlix 


1887^* 

BALLADS AND POEMS | OF | TRAGIC LIFE 1 
By I George Meredith | I.ondon | Macmillan 
and Co. | And New York | 1887 | [All rights re¬ 
served] Extra fcap. 8vo, pp. vi. unnumbered and . 
160. 

This work was also issued by Messrs. Roberts Brothers, 
Boston, in 1887. 


Contents; 

The Two Masks. 

Archduchess Anne. 

The Song of Theodolinda (originally appeared in 
The Comhill Magazine^ Sept. 1872, pp. 
3o8-I2).» 

A Preaching from a Spanish Ballad (originally 
apijeared in The Fortnightly Review^ Aug., 
1886). 

The Young Princess (originally appeared in The 
English Illustrated Magazine^ Dec., 1886, 
pp. 184-90). 

King Harald's Trance. 

Whimper of Sympathy (originally appeared in 
The Fortnightly Review^ Aug., 1870, as part ,, 
of “ In the Woods.”) 

Young Reynard. 

Manfred. 

llernani. 

The Nuptials of Attila (originally appeared in The 
New Quarterly Magazinty Jan., 1S79, pp, 
47-62). 

Aneurin’s Harp (originally appeared in The Fort* 
nightly Review, Sept., 1871, pp. 255-9). 
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France, December, (870 (originally appeared in 
The Fortnigkti^ Review^ Jan., 1871, pp. 

86-94). 

Men and Man. 

The Last Contention. 

Periander. 

Solon. 

Bellerophon. 

Pha^thdn (originally appeared in Tht Fortnightly 
Review t Sept., 1867, pp. 293-5), 

Notes. 

* 

Reviews. — Pall Mall Gazette^ p. 5, May 26, 1887. The 
Athenaum^ p. 759 (by W. E. Henley), June li, 18S7. The 
Aeademy, p. 406, by J. M. Gray, June ii, 1887. The Satur- 
doy Reviewy p. 851 (by W. E. Henley), June ii, 1887. The 
Curio (U.S.A.), by Stuart Merrill, p. 267, Jan. and Feb., 1888. 
The Critic (U.S.A.), p. 242, Ndv. 17^ 1888. Progress (by G. 
W. Foote), pp. 218-21, July, 1887. 

To Colonel Charles (Poem), JPiall Mcdl Gazette, 
Feb. 16, 1887, p. 16. 

(Not reprinted.) 

Letter on the Ambleside Railway. Pall Mall Gazette, 
Feb. 25, 1887, p. 4. 

(Not reprinted.) 

Mr. George Meredith’s Contribution under the head 
of “ Fine Passages in Prose and Verse Selected by 
Living Men of Letters.” The Fortnightly Review, 
/fug., 1887, pp. 310-13. 
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“ The 24th Iliad contains the hightest reaches in poetry.** 

** In Modern Engli^ Verse I would cite for exellence Keat’s 
Ode /a a Grerian Um^ and Ode to Autumn; Tennyson*s CEnone; 
the Kub^i Khan of Coleridge.” 

** In Modem Prose the description of Rachel, under title of 
‘Vashti/in Villettey by Charlotte Bronte, chapter 23rd. 

“ In Poetry, Mr. Meredith gives the whole of the second scene 
^ in the fourth act of Shakespeare's Henty VIIIP 

Further, Mr. Meredith gives the passage from Virgil’s 
AZneidj Book iv., known ns Dido’s I^ament.” 

“ In Prose, Mr. Meredith gives Hamlet’s Speech to the Players, 
and also the passage from Yiliettet in which Charlotte Bronte 
describes the great French actress, Rachel.” 

** Further, Mr. George Meredith gives the passage in the 
Mimoires of Saint Simon, which doseribes the character of the 
Regent Orleans.” 

• • 

To Children : For Tyrants (Poem). TTie Englhh 
Illustrated Magazine^ Dec., 1887, pp. 184-6. 

(Not reprinted.) 
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1888a 

A READING OF EARTH | By I George Mere¬ 
dith I London | Macmillan and Co. ] and New 
York I 1888 1 {AH rights resented,] «Extra fcap. 
8vo, pp. vi. 136. 

Contents: 

Seed-Time. 

Hard Winter. 

The South-Western. 

The Thrush in February (originally appeared in 
MacmillafCs Magazine^ Aug., 1885, pp. 265- 

7 «)- 

The Appeasement of Demeter (originally appc,'»ied 
in Macmillafii Magazine^ Sept., 1887, Vol. 

LVI., pp. 374 - 7 )- 

Earth and a Wedded Woman. ,, 

Mother to Babe (originally appeared in The English 
Illustraied Magazine^ Oct., 1886, p. 26, with 
an illustration by the Poet’s son, Mr. W. 

Maxse Meredith). 

W^oodland Peace (originally appeared in The Fort¬ 
nightly Reviewf Aug., 1870, as part of “ In 
the Woods”). 

The Question Whl^-her. 

Outer and Inner. 

Nature and Life. 

• Dirge in Woods (originally appeared in The Fort¬ 
nightly Review^ Aug., 1870, a$ part of ‘*«In 
' the Woods ”). 

A Faith on Trial. 

Change in Recurrence. 

Hymn to Colour. 

^ Meditation under Stars. 

Woodman and Echo. 
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The Wisdom of Eld. 

Earth’s Preference. 

Society. 

Winter Heavens. 

Epitaphs. 

M.M. (Mrs. Meredith. Mrs. Meredith died .Sept. 

17. 1885.) 

The Lady C. M. (Lady Caroline Maxse. Lady 
Caroline died Jan., 1886.) 

J, C. M. (James Cotter Morispn. Mr. Morison 
died Feh. 26, 1S88. Mr. Meredith and Mr. 

John. Morley were Mr. Morison’s executors.) 

Islet the Dachs. 

Gordon of Khartoum. 

The Emperor Frederick of our Time. 

The Year’s Sheddings. 

. Reviews. 

By Mr. Meredith’s special request no copies of this work were 
sent out for review ; I have, however, met with the four following 
notices:— 

The Scots Observer^ pp. 274, 275, Jan. 26, 1889. Manckesttr 
Guardian^ Feb. 4, 1889. The Scottish Art Review^ pp. 263-5, 
by William Sharp, Feb. 4, 1889. National .A?<^mtfr(by G. W. 
Foote), Feb. 24, 1889. 

A Stave of Roving Tim (Poem). The Reflector^ 
Feb. 5, 1888, pp. 119, 120. 

(Not reprinted.) « 

On ^his subject Mr. Charles Strachey kindly sends 
me the following very interesting note:— 

The Reflector^ a weekly paper edited by Mr. J. K. Stephen, 
which began and ended a not inglorious career in the earlier 
half of 18S8, contains in its advertisement columns (Jan. 29, 
p. 112), the following announcement * 
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** The gentleman recently asked a younger man what 
the dickens he expected to come to if he started in life as a 
Tory, is referred to the precedent of Mr. Gladstone.* 

That The gentleman ” and the “ younger man ** were Mr. 
Meredith and the editor of Tiu Reflector respectively, appears 
from the next issue of the paper (Feb. 5, p. 119), which contains 
a poem of eight stanzas by Mr. Meredith, called Stave of 
Roving Tim,** pre&ced by the following characteristic letter. 
The reference to the triolets of the French piano ” is an allusion 
to the large number of poems in triolet form which had appeared 
in The Reflector, 

“ Sir,—The senior (see your Advertisement columns) who 
met that young Joseph Hofmann of politics, with the question as 
to the future of the youthful Tory, is impressed by The Reflector's 
repartee, in which he desires to find a very hopeful promise, that 
may presently dispel strange images of the prodigy growij|^g 
onionly, and showing a seedy head when frne appears. Mean¬ 
while, he sends you a lyric out of many addresse<l encouragingly 
to certain tramps, who are friends of his, for the purpose of 
driving a breath of the country through your pages, though he 
has no design of competing with the exquisite twitter of the 
triolets of the French piano which accompanied your birth, and 
bids fair to sound your funeral notes. Yours, &c., 

“ George Meredith.” 

The Pilgrim’s Scrip; or, Wit and Wisdom of George 
Meredith. With Selections from his Poetry, and 
an introduction. Boston (U.S.A.); Robert^ Bros., 
1888. 

This volume has a portrait and an introduction, more or less 
personal, of 50 pages by Mrs. Gilman. 

Reviews. — The British Weekly^ p. 187, Jan. 18, 1889. Scots 
Observer^ p. 245, July 20, 1889. 
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1S89. 

Jump to Glory Jane (Poem). 2 "he Universal Review^ 
Oct, 1889, pp. 240-52. 

i (Not reprinted.) 

Mr. Meredith’s Opinion of Jas. Thomson B. V.”) 
See “The Life of James Thomson,” by H. S. 
Salt, pp. 179, 180. 

“ hn hearing the INTews from Venice ^ (Sonnet on the 
Death of Robert Browning). Pall Mall Gazette^ 
Dec. 14, 1889, p. T. See also Mr. W. Sharp’s 
“ Life of Browning,” pp. 197, 198. 

A facsimile of this Sonnet >^as given in the Pall Mall Budget^ 
Decemt)cr 19, 1889, p. 1623. 

(Not reprinted.) 
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1890. 

The Art of Authorship : Methods of Work, and 
Advice to Young Beginners. Personally Contri¬ 
buted by leading Authors of the Day. Compiled 
and Edited by George Bainton. 

Contribution by Mr. Meredith, pp. i29->32. 

Letters on abov(i Subject. The Author^ June 16, 
1890, Vol. L, No. 2, p. 45. 

* «'■ 

ONE OF OUR CONQUERORS. Mr. Mere¬ 
dith’s New Story, which will run through The 
Fortnightly Review^ The Australasian^ and the 
Sunday Editioh of The Sun (New York), simul¬ 
taneously, from Oct., 1890. 

The Riddle for ’Men (Poem). The Paternoster 
Review, Nov., 1890, No. 2, p. 101. 

(Not repiinted;) 
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PERSONALIA. 

Mr. Meredith was born in Hampshire on Feb. 12, 
1828. 

Many Happy Returns of the Day.’* 

The Worlds Feb. 12, 1890, p. 16. 

Mr. Meredith^s birthday is not given in any of the books of 
reference, such as Men of the Time.** 

George Meredith. By Flora L. Shaw. The Neu' 
Princeton Review^ March and April, 1887, Vol. IIJ., 
Vs., pp. 220-9? 

An Interview with George Meredith. By W. M. F. 
(/>., Wm. Morton Fullerton). Boston Advertizer 
(U.S.A.), Dec 17, i888. [Reprinted in the Supple¬ 
ment of the British Weekly^ Jan. 4, 1889, p. 164.] 

The Pilgrim’s Scrip, Introduction by Mrs.„ Gilman. 

‘ 5 ^ PP‘ Roberts Brothers, Boston, 188S. With 
Portrait. • 

The Home life of George Meredith, The Book 
Buyer^ Jan., 1889, pp. 580-2. With Portrait 

Old Neuwieders (Mr. Meredith’s School and School¬ 
fellows). Daily News^ Jan. 18, 1889. * 


4 
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PORTRAITS OF Mr. MEREDITH. 

Pen Drawing by D. G. Rossetti. 1858. . 

Mr. J. T. Nettleship writes to me on this subject as 
follows:— 

**ln 1858 Rossetti completed the pen drawing of which the 
title was ‘Mary Magdalene at the door of Simon the Pharisee.’ 
I have often seen it at Rossetti’s house in Cheyne Walk. It 
was upright; the central group was formed by the Magdalene, 
her lover, and a white doc or fawn with roses hung round its 
neck. The Magdalene's head is turned in profile from left to 
right, looking in at the housedoor, in the upper part, and to the 
left of the composition, the head of Chiot is seen through a 
window of the porch; the head is in profile, looking at the 
Magdalene, f.^., from right to left, and is silhouetted darkly 
against a light behind it. I have alwa3rs understood that this 
head was originally drawn ftom George Meredith ; certainly his 
photograph which yon shewed me sometime since, vividly recalls 
the character of this head of Christ.” 

i888.~y%^ Book Buyer{^X.\ June, 1888, p. 196. 

* „ HarpePs Monthly Meigazine^ June, 1888, 

P* 15- 

* „ “ The Pilgrim’s Scrip,” Boston. 

Some Sketches at the Parnell Dinner, 
(George Meredith, John Morley, Edwin 
Arnold, and others), Pall Mall Gazette^ 
May 10, z888. 
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* 1889 .—The Book Buyer^ Jan., 1889, p. 581. (See 

p. Ivii.) 

* „ The Star, Feb. 19, 1889. 

* „ Ttu Magazine of Poetry, July, 1819, p. 347. 

„ The Graphic, May 18, 1889, “Mr. Mere¬ 
dith Studies Character,” at the Parnell 
Commission, by S. P. HalL 

* 1890 .—The Pall McUl Gazette, Jan. 25, 1890. 

* „ The Penny Illustrated Paper, i. 1890. 

■* „ Great Thoughts, Oct. 4, 1890. 

* „ “ Letters to Living Authors,” by J. A. 

Steuart. Sampson Low & Co.. 


^ Ail these portraits »cm to be engraved from Mr. Itollyer's photograph. 
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ARTICLES ON MR. MEREDITH^S 
NOVELS, OR WITH SPECIAL REFER¬ 
ENCE TO THEM. 

1864. 

Novels with a Purpose. (‘‘Richard Feverel” and 
“Emilia in England.”) Westminster Review^ July, 
1864, pp. 25-49. By Justin McCarthy, M.P. 
Reprinted in his volume of Essays—“ Con Amor^,” 
p. 316-66. Tinsley Brothers. ift68. 

1867.. 

Le Roman Anglais Concemporain. Par E. D. Forgues. 
Revue des Deux Mondes^ June 15, 1867. 

1877. 

Living Novelists, No. 5.—George Meredith. [By 
W tE. Henley.] London: The Conservative Weekly 
Journal^ Aug. 25, 1877. ^ 

1879. 

The Novels of George Meredith. [By Arabella 
Shore.] The British Quarterly^ April, 1879. Yol* 
LXIX., pp. 411-25. 
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* 4 

A Note on Mr. George Meredith (m the cccasim of 
Beauchamfs Career”\ May, 1876. 

Essays and Phantasies. By Jas. Thomson. London: 
Reeves & Turner, 196, Strand* 1S81. Pp. 289-95. 

1885. 

Mr. George Meredith and the Modem Novel Daily 
NewSf October 19th, 1885. 

George Meredith*s Novels. Pall Mall Gazette, Dec. 
12, 1885. 

Robert Browning and George Meredith. A Note 
(No.* 80) on their similarity. By Arthur Symons. 
Browning Soeietfs Papers, Part* I., VoL II. 
1885-6. Pp. 80-2. 


1886. 

George Meredith's Works. [By W. E. Henley.] 
The State, April 17, 1886. 

Geoife Meredith's Novels. By W. L. Courtney, M. A. 
The Fortnightly Review, June, 1886, pp. 771-9. 
Reprinted in The Book Mart (U.S.A.), Oct., 1886. 

Three Novels by MrV Meredith. Pall Mall Gazette, 
fane 14, 1886. 
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Mr. George Meredith’s* Novels. Saturday J(eview, 
July 24, 1886, pp. 116, 117. 

George Meredith’s Novels. The subject of “The 
London Letter,” signed H.B. The Crf/iV (U.S.A.), 
August 14, 1886, pp. 77, 78. 

George Meredith’s Novels. The Spectator^ Oct. 16, 
1886, pp. 1381, 1382. [Reprinted in The Critic 
(U.S.A.), Vol. XL, pp, 205, 206, Oct. 22, 1887.] 


1887. 

The Novels of George Meredith. Literary World 
(U.S.A.), April 30,1887, Vol. XVII 7 ., pp. 137,138.*' 

Mr. George Meredith’s Works, Pall Mall Gazette^ 
May 7, 1887. [Reprinted in Pall Mall Budget^ 
May 12, 1887, pp. 29, 30.] 

A Word with George Meredith. Atlantic Monthly^ 

June, 1887, Vol. LIX., pp. 854, 855. 

« 

% 

George Meredith. Harvard Monthly^ July-Sept., 

1887; Vol. IV., p. 138. By G. P. Baker, jun. 

\ 

1888. 

George Meredith. By George Parsons Lathrop. 
Atlantic Monthly^ Feb., 1888, No. 364,, Vol LXL, 
pp. 178-93. 
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The Functions of the Novelist, and the way George 
Meredith fulhls them. A paper read at the 
University College Literary Society. By Miss 
Adeline Sergeant Academy^ March 10, 1888, 
P- 175 * 

The Gospel according to George Meredith. Pail 
Mall Gazette^ Sept 27, 1888. Part I, Pall Mall 
Gazette^ Oct 15th, i888. Part II. 

The Novels of George Meredith. By J. M. Barrie. 
The Contemporary Review^ Oct, 1888, pp. 575-86. 
[Reprinted in Eclectic Magazine (U.S.A.). Vol. 
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The Lost Works of George Meredith. By J. M. 
Barrie. [The Lecture on Comedy and the Three 
Stories, contributed by Mr. Meredith to The Hew 
Quarterly Magazinei] The Scots Observer, Nov. 24, 
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Pall Mall Gazette, April 30, 1889, p. 3. • 

Letters to Living Authors : To Mr. George Meredith, 
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and Wisdom, May 11, 1889, pp. 9, 10. [Re¬ 
printed in “ Letters to Living Authpra" By J A. 
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printed in Book Mart (U.S.A.), August, 1890.] 
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George Meredith. Selections from Original Con¬ 
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George Meredith as a Theorist. By T. McLaughlin. 
New Englander^ August, 1889, Vol. LI., pp. 81-95. 

Modern Men—;George Meredith. [By Jas. McLaren 
Cobban.] The Scots Observer^ Sept. 28, 1889, 
pp- 5*5. 5*6- 

Reprinted in “Modern Men*' from The Scots Observer^ 
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Fiction—Plethoric and Anaemic. By Wm, Watson. 
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The Daughter of Dreams. Family Herald^ Oct 26/ 
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Mr. Meredith’s Novels. By A. N. Monkhouse. The 
Manchester Quarterly % Oct., 1890, pp. 293-322. 

George Meredith. Great Thoughts^ Oct 4, 1890, pp. 
216-20. 
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A Lady’s Estimate of George Meredith. A paper read 
by Mrs. W. D. Fish before the Crouch Hill Library. 
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George Meredith*s Poetry. By [A’^thur Symons^ 
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DEDICATIONS. 

“ This Romance is dedicated to George Meredith, at 
whose suggestion it was written.” From Post to 
Finish. A Novel, by Hawley Smart 3 Vols. 
London: Chapman & Hall, 1884. 

** To George Meredith, as a token of a very sincere 
•admiration, is. this story, with some timidity, in¬ 
scribed by the author.” Through Troubled Waters. 
A Novel by Hannah Lynch. Ward, Lock, & Co. 
[1885.] 

** To George Meredith, Novelist and Poet, this book 
on an illustrious contemporary is with deep respect 
and admiration inscribed. ” Introduction to the Study 
of Browning. By Arthur Symons. Cassell & Co. 
j8S6. 
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The Novel of Manners. By H. D. Traill. Nineteenth 
Century, Octbber, 1875, p. 576. 
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Bright/ Rands]. The Contemporary Review, Feb- 
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D. G. Rossetti: A Record and a Study. By William 
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This volume is indispensable to Meiedith Students ; it throws 
a strong side light on Mr. Meredith’s Character. 

The Decay of Lying: A Dialogue. By Oscar Wilde. 
The Nineteenth Century Jan., 1889, p. 40. 

Our Booking Office. By Baron de Book Worms. 
Punchy Jan. 12, 1889, p. 22. 
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Distinction. By Coventry Patmore. The Fortnightly 
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New Watchwords of Fiction. By Hall Caine. The 
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SOME NOTES IN REGARD TO GEORGE 
MEREDITH IN AMERICA. 

Some one said once of Matthew Arnold, in reference 
to a well-known impression left by his original style, 
that he attained clearness by defect of vision. It is a 
saying not wholly to ray mind. But there is much 
truth in it; and the fact of this truth is largely account¬ 
able for his vogue, and his distinction as a writer 
of limpid and unequivocal prose. He was always 
intelligible, and more than that he was always 
charming; and^this is a great thing. 

These were qualities that gave Arnold a strong 
power of attraction in America; and for many mien, at 
colleges and the • universities, men given at the time ‘ 
when they first made his acquaintance to Schopen¬ 
hauer and Omar Khayyam he was the chief voice out 
of England across the sea; and another writer, who, 
owing to his Aristophanic temper, never could have 
worn the academic robe of Arnold, a writer far greater 
in spirit and in achievement than Arnold, wa^ never 
heard^of among us. 

I remember so well when the name of Meredith first 
became in America a name to conjure with; and most 
clearly of all I remember the surprised awakening for 
some of us when we realised how long this man*had 
been writing, and that we had known nothing of hjp. 
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There seemed no excuse that a people who were 
the first to detect the greatness of Carlyle had failed 
to acquaint themselves with the kindred genius of 
George Meredith—^kindred at least in many respects. 
The oversight was not easy to explain. But the 
American audience of to-day and of this recent period 
of \yhich I am speaking was, it was evident when one 
stopped to think, a very different audience from that 
of the early New England and the early Boston; for 
subtlety, and graces, and tricks of style were not then 
thought so desirable characteristics as spontaneity of 
sincere expression from the virile heart of a man. 
So', without my analysing too curiously, it will j|)e 
plain by these few suggestions in what direction the 
explanation of the fact would lead me. had I room 
here to consider it. \ hasten to state with brevity 
one or two unobtrusive facts in regard to Meredith in 

t 

America; facts whicii, in a book of this sort, will not 
be out of place. 

Before the appearance of the first uniform American 
edition, as to the e^act date of which I am from this 
point 6f time uncertain, George Meredith was scarcely 
known at all in America. I recall Professor Croswell, 
of Harvard, once saying to me that he had just been 
reading a very remarkable book, the* work of a great 
mind, naming one of the novels of Meredith, and his 
asking me if 1 knew anything about the book; but either 
from preoccupation in my Theocritus at tjie time, or 
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more likely from the indiffer^ce of an undergraduate 
already sated with books to be read in anticipation of 
examinations, 1 failed to follow my friend’s suggestion. 
He had used the English edition, and except from 
him I doubt if in all Cambridge I should have been 
able to get a copy of Meredith, For a long time 
even the great libraries were without a volume by 
Meredith, except perhaps a small poorly - printed 
Bowdlerized edition of Diana which did scarcely any 
service whatever in making him known in America. 
And then the first uniform one volume edition 
appeared from Roberts Brothers in Boston, and the 
triumphal prog^ss began. 

Even then, it was a long time, however, before 
George Meredith and “ Owen Meredith ” were quite 
differentiated in the popular mind. Yet many readers 
were deacons and deaconesses in the cult of Browning, 
or rabbis in his and in Emerson’s school; people do 
such queer things in great towns, and particularly in 
that one which Mr. Henry James has called the 
“ remarkable city of Boston.” At the time when this 
edition appeared I happened to be literary edited: of the 
Boston Advertiser, The first volume of the series was 
Richard Revere/; and it was upon this book that I 
chanced after a weary passage over a truly barren 
unharvested sea of modern fiction. It came as a 
revelation and 1 turned to biographical dictionaries 
and indexes—all I could lay my hands on?—to find ^out 
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something about the author of a book which seemed 
to me to contain passages of supremely excellent 
writing, and which as a whole, notwithstanding that it 
was so full of crudities and exasperating defects, was,‘ 
to my mind, at the least the peer ,of any novel of 
the century, 'fhere was not much to learn about 
Meredith in this fugitive fashion; there were a few 
attempts at criticism in English reviews, but these 
were rarely read; and then another novel in the new 
edition was at hand awaiting perusal. I felt that I 
detected almost rare qualities of insight and a great 
and distinguished power of original expression. But 
the thing was, at that time, to say so. 

Once, at a dinner party, I found wiAin me the tem¬ 
porary courage of my opinions. There were at the 
table several people of recognised authority as critics 
who held the ears, of many men. But venturing to 
say a little of what 1 thought about Meredith, I met 
with only an incredulous look, born^of an utter ignor¬ 
ance of his work. One man, however, came round 
with a smile and grasped my hand. The incident was 
typicalcof the attitude of the public towards Meredith. 
Either there was utter ignorance, or an enthusiasm 
equally den.se and unworthy. 

So that when it came to me to notice these bopks 
in the Advertiser^ in somewhat too eulogistic phrase, 
and«I trespassed upon the editorial page instead of 
disporting myself within the parallel bars of my own 
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more accustomed columnsi a jnild but waiting scepti¬ 
cism as to my sanity was the least offensive form of a 
feeling natural enough indeed, but which in its 
intensity took the shape of absolutely damning belief 
in my immature and untrained judgment. But the 
martyrdom was not painfully protracted.. With 
chagrin I soon noted that I was not to be allowed 
the selfish pleasure of clinging to an unpopular cause. 
1 had kept the columns as full of allusions to Mr. 
Meredith, and of editorials upon him, as my editor- 
in-chief would endure; and as a result had called out 
a number of responses that kept, as the expression is, 
the ball rolling. ^ In less than a year in Boston we all 
read Meredith, and Mr. Niles up there in the bay- 
window on Beacon Hill would have told you that 
he was contemplating a new and cheaper edition. 
Philadelphia, meanwhile, and New York, had done 
themselves the honour of Mr. Meredith’s company \ 
and I hope with all my heart that Mr. Meredith had 
honest practical proof of it. Nothing ever written in 
America upon Mr. Meredith was so opportune or 
effective, I may say, as Miss Flora Shaw's article in 
the Princeton Review. We all quoted from it. But 
this awakening was more than thirty years late; and 
thirty years is so long a time to wait in the life of a 
man! ' 

W. M. F. 


Julyz^y 1890. 



John Robb, Rrtn/cr, JSjgretHontf C/lkskirm. 
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George Meredith: 

Some Characteristics. 

By RICIfAKI) LE GALLIENNE, 

!ftiithor of “My iSicIies’ Sonnets,” “Volumes in I'^olio,” etc.. 
With a Bililiography ])y John l.ianc (greatly extended in this 
edition), and a Nnte by W. Morton Fullerton on the 
reception of George Meredith’.? works in 

America. 

The L.P. edition, limited to 75 copies, is nearly all sold. 

“ All Mereditbians must possess George Meredith^ Some 
Ckaracteri,stic.s-, by Rickard Le Gallienne. This hook i*! a com¬ 
plete and excellent guide to the novelist and the novels, a “sort 
of Meredithian Rradshaw^ with pictures of the traffic super¬ 
intendent, and of the head office at Boxhill. Even Philistines 
may be won over liy the blandishments of Air. Le (tALLIENNB, 
from whom 1 learn, by the way, that Georgk MereiAth is 
<*the IIarvey of the Kgo^” and that he is not Adrian 
Harley. I hear, also, that ** daily, from one quarter or 
another, come cntical cuif and kick, to impress upon .a numb 
public the latest example of its immemorial }}urblindness.“ And' 
the Baron adds this cufflet to the rest. Mr, John Lane has 
added a Bibliography, which is a model of minute industry. 
So here’s to the book of Richard and John.” — TAe Baron de 
Book^Worms in “ Punchy^ Dec. 20th, 1890. 
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“ Mr. T.e Gallienne is au enthusiastic disciple, and in selecting 
Mr. Meredith for his idol has made a choice with which we 
should be the last to quarrel. Nor is he by any means so devoid 
of critical faculty as his ungainly style may lead the reader to 
suppose. ... A word of praise is due to Mr. Lane's 
excellent Bibliography.”— Athenaum^ Dec. 6th 1890. 

. . . It is a pleasure to come across such a book as 
this, and a iluty as well as a pleasure to give it its meed of praise. 
Mr. Richard Le Gallienne has acquitted himself to admiration 
of his self-imposed task, and his little volume at once just and 
enthusiastic—as rare a combination of qualities in a criticism 
as is the genius worthy of their exercise—is a fitting tribute to 
lay at the feet of the one survivor of the immortal group of prose 
writers by whom our age has been illuminated stUl left among 
us. Mr. Le Gallienne's matter is excellent throughout: hL 
style is scholarly without being pedantic, and is often charm¬ 
ingly light and free. He knows Mr. Meredith’s work, anfl 
appreciates it thoroughly, in its playful subtlety as in its sombie 
strength, and has something thoughtful and memorable to say 
of him in all his works. So intense a study has naturally had 
effect upon his ways of thought and methods of expression, as 
is evidenced by some of the passages, v!try like the ‘ gjocl 
things * which one occasionally hears quoted from Mr. Meredith 
—generally by people who know vastly less about him than Mr. 
Le Gallienne. No lover of Mr. Meredith’s work should let thia 
volume pass unread.”— Sunday Itmes^ Nov. 30th, 1890. 

**Mr. Lang, wc think, has said that Mr. George Meredith is 
in the habit of placing ‘ an imprem^able zariba ’ at the beginning 
of his novels, and certainly the phrase applies aptly enough to 
the introduction to * The Egoist.’ The poor child of nature 
who likes his fiction to be intelligible as well as entertaining or 
instructive will perhaps say that it would be well if Mr. Meredith 
were content with one zariba per novel. However this may be, 
Mr. 'Le Gallienne, who essays to expound the distinguished 
novelhit to an unenlightened world in his Gkorge Meredith, 
Some Chakactreistics (Elkin Mathews), seems d^rmined 
to follow his idol’s exan^le in the matter of zaribas. On the 
second page we read, ' The passion of his genius is, indeed, the 
tracing of the elemental in the complex, the registration of the 
infinitesimal vibrations of first causes, the tracking in human 
life of the shadowiest trail of primal instinct, the hairbreadth 
measurement of subtle psychological tangents, and the embodi- 
meat of these results in artistic form.’ The many admirers of 
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Mr. MerciUth's works will, however, be glad to have their 
attention directed to this handsome little book in his-honour.”— 
TimeSf Nov. 27th, 1890. 

”... The earnestness of purpose, tlie deep, loving 
insight into his master’s mind, the wealth of inMgery, the 
acuteness of criticism, and tlie treasures of literary illustration 
which are here brought to the elucidation of Meicdith’s genius. 
Mr. Le Gallienne would fain produce the impression that that 
genius shines vrith as much lustre in Meredith’s poetry—and 
especially in * Modem Love ’—as in his novels; but this 
attempt is not altogether :>ucce!»sful. Jt is overborne by 
his intense appreciation of ‘The Egoist,’ that matchless 
literary photograph of cultured Brifish selfishness. . . . 

This partiality is vindicated with great ability against those 
critics who are unable to c<mdoiie the occasional jerkiness of 
Meredith’s dialogues for the sake of the intense intellectuality of 
which they arc the vehicles. There ■ an be little doubt that in 
this conflict the genuine strength and purity, if not the breadth, 
of Meredith’s genius is gradually getting the better 06 an 
opposition, which is not so much tletraction as it is misappre* 
hensioD, or rather the failure to comprehend at all. It could 
hStdly be otherwi«fl^ with a genius, wiiich as Mr. Lo txallienne 
admirably expresses it, is ‘the tracing of the elemental in the 
complex, the registration of the infinitesimal vibrations of lir>t 
causes,’ etc. George Meredith is one of the subtlest and keenest 
of all modem artists who ha\c jirobed the .springs of human 
thought and feeling, and this monograph is a worthy index and 
testimonial to his powers.”— Manchester Exammery Nov. 29th, 
1890. 

” Even in these days, when it is the doom of genius that 
thousands shall read about a man’s Ixioks for one who shall 
read the books themselves, few of the dead and none of the 
living have been discussed, analysed, appreciated, with the keen¬ 
ness of perception, the sympathetic receptivity, the sensitive 
warmth, * the love according to knowledge,’ and the adequacy of 
expresilon which distinguish this generous volume of ‘Character¬ 
istics.’ Mr. T-e Gallienne has with almost microscopic insight 
analysed the style and aim, the intention and the methods, of 
one of the most powerful intellects, and certainly the most 
original of our time. . . . Let us note the clear, graceful, 

and often brilliant manner in which Mr. Le GaUienne ‘ gives 
expression to the faith that is in him.’ Wit—as might be ex¬ 
pected from the author of * The Mercdithyramb and its CiTtics ’ 
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—trenchant .subtlety, and poetic fervour are not lacking. ‘ i 
have concerned myself inore*iwith Mr, Meredith’s genius than 
his talent ’ is a piquant distinction between the mass of his work 
and that part of it peculiarly his own. ‘ The majority of critics 
are men of the la.st generation before genius ’ is more brilliant 
and much truer than Disraeli’s famous mot. . . . An ex- 

ceUent Bibliogiaphy, including Mr. Swinburne’s generous letter 
of protest to the Spectator^ completes the volume.— GlcLSgow 
Herald^ Dec. llth, 1890. 

“ It is such books as this—the product of an enthusiast—that 
gradually bring to a writer readers. It is diihcult to resist the 
buoyant conviction which pulses through these pages. George 
Meredith must surely be* the literary divinity that he is pictured! 
To a large extent lie is. Insight into human nature, pathos, 
irony, picturesquehess—he has all these, and to a remaf^able 
degree, lie has the best qualities of Browning and of Carlyle, 
with, alas ! their worst, lie ha-* their ingenuity of thought, 
their keenness of perception ; but, alas ! also their exaggeration 
in ejitpvcssion—their excessive concentration, their straining for 
' efl'cet, their affectation of diction and of style. It is the same 
both with his prose and with his verse, each is marvellously 
clever, each acceptable to certain tastes, eacli adapted rathei^*^to 
the few than to the many. Caviare to the general, hlr. Meredith 
is a delight to the individual; he has, perhaps, more prophets 
nowadays than anyone save Mr. Ruskin. It is well, no doubt, 
to be the joy of the elect, the well-beloved of the inner circle; but 
even the priests of the cult must sometimes feel a little wearied 
amid all this intellectual effulgence. Mr. Meredith has brilliant 
aperfust but, while an enjoyable, he is also a fatiguing wi'itcr. 
He dazzles, but he scarcely charms; he keeps the ramd too much 
Upon the stretch. Every faculty has to be in play or on the 
alert. It is magnificent, but it is not pleasure—at least, it is not 
so save for such men as Mr. Lc Gallienne, with whom Mr. 
Meredith is, like Mr. Gilbert’s Katisha, an acquired taste.”— 
Globef J^ov. 26th, 1890. 

“ . . . Mr. Gallienne’s well limed volum^is not 

without many comfortable words for the afflicted faithful: for 
not only should it retard for a while the evil day of popularity, 
but it indicates a safe refuge for true and originm believers when 
that day is upon us. For this relief we arc grateful to Mr. Le 
Gallienne. Of course Mr. Meredith is not the only distinguished 
author who has inspired a little following with adoration that is 
a IKtle on the other side of idolatry. Mr. Le Gallienne's 
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enthusiasm is sincere and charming. . . . !Mr. Lane’s 

Bibliography is evidently niOit durcfully compiled; and Mr. 
W. Morton Fullerton’s notes ‘with regard to George Meredith 
in America ’ are curious and ingenuous. There ought to be a 
real demand for Mr. Le GalJienne’s book in America.”— 
Saturday Review 13th, 1890. 

“Mr. Le Gai,liknne his written a most interesting and 
initating book, lie know.i his Meredith thoroughly, he |)Osses.scs 
the requisite enthusiasm, the indispensable insight; and if ouly 
he couhl luave been content to say what he had to say in a 
.simple, straightforw.ini, ci>iictso manner he would have proflnced 
areally excellent piece of work, But the study of his favourite 
novel, “ Ihe Kg<iist," h is been too much for him, and, without 
Mr. x\IeTcdith’^ eifcuse, without Mr. Meredith’s felicity in wrong- 
d<ung, he is constantly dropping into what he himself calls 
‘ .Vlcredithese.’ (ha tain ])agcs show that he is not without the 
capacity for wiiling aLlniirablc Knglish, but at prcsonl bis style 
is somewh.U loilined and roundabout; the hand, as yet, does 
but small justice to the heart and brain directing it. The book, 
however, in spite of this, is very interesting in itself, and likely 
one ui.iy imagme, to do much for the cause of Meredith. . . . 

It%aii.ue recummtftdeil to tho.se who already know and love the 
work, for it is sympathetic and iutelligcnt in its appreciations; 
it can be recommended to those who arc not too defiantly 
ignorant of the work, for it slates the case on behalf of Mr. 
Meredith very attractively. 'I'hen there is an invaluable Biblio¬ 
graphy of seventy pages, in w’hich Mr. Lane has had the h.ippy 
thought of including the principal reviews; there are some 
‘ notes in regard to George Meredith in America,’ by Mr. W. 
Morton Fullerton. ... If only for the .sake of the Biblio¬ 
graphy, the hook is one which no lover of Meredith can afford 
to be without. On no account must his poetry be forgoitcn. 
The poetry ts like the pro.^e in its generous and heedles-i ‘expense 
of spirit.* IJc has given us, as Mr. Le Gallieimc .ulmirahly 
says, ‘ more poetry than poems,’ ju.st as he ha» given u.s, in prose, 
more ^tiou than novels. By his prose certainly, by suciff poems 
as ‘Modern Love’ probably, he has entered already inio the 
company of the immortals. When the dust has .sciUcd on 
‘Romeo and Juliet’—then, and then only, will ‘Richard 
Feverei ’ be forgotten.”— Pall At all Unsettey Dec. 5th, 

“ Mr. 1 .e Gallienne's e.ssays should be of real help anil guidance, 
not only to those who are lixcil in the faith of Meredith, but to 
those who arc seeking .salivation, and this can be .s lid sviih-cci- 
lainty of Mr. Lane’s Bibliography.” Dec. 1st, 1090. 
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‘*The apolofjists of George Meredith are many; but for Mr. 
Le Gallicnnc has been reservid the distinction of having written 
a whole volume of apology upon the subject of our greatest 
living novelist. . . . The best things in the book are the two 

chapters entitled respectively ‘Woman in the Novels,’ and 
‘ Modem Love and Nature Poetry.’ . '. . The study of 

George Meiedith’s poetry is written con amore^ and will be 
cordially welcomed. . . . The remarks too on Meredith’s 

attitude towards ‘ the eternal feminine ’ are both just and 
acute .”—Liverpool Porcupine^ Dec. 6th, 1890. 


“ Mr. Le Gallienne has much more zeal than discretion. He 
is out of date. He is unnecessary. His advocacy produces no 
sense of novelty, or of vision, or of discrimination. He labours 
painfully with critical lares, which have long ago withered under 
the scythe of time. . He talks of entrenching himself w’ith a 
choice minority behind the i)oeins, now that the vulgar public 
has found out the novels.”— St. yames's Gazette^ Dee. 4th, 1890. 


“4l^^r. Richard Le Gallicnnc has enthusiasm, discretion, and 
is anything but random in his appreciation. . . . Everjf- 

thing he says is intelligent and sympathetic, and such rightly 
enthusiastic essays cannot but attract many readers to the novels 
and poetry'' in whose honour they are written. ... As for 
Mr. Lane’s Bibliography, seventy pages long, it is a boon and a 
blessing to collectors and students alike, and is itself well worth 
the price of the book.”— Review, Nov. 29th, 1890, 


” To those who aheady know George Meredith and to those 
who do not we heartily commend this excellent little book.”-' 
Echo, Dec. nth, 1890. 


“ A handbook to George Meredith .”—Pall Mall Budget. 

“ Mr. Le'Gallienne looks upon the critic as ‘the tribune of a 
temperament, the representative of a certain intellectual interest,’ 
and is quite willing to follow Mr. Pater’s advice and attempt 
only to ^ve the impression which his author’s works have made 
upon him. . . . His series of personal impressioqjp is a 

distinctly helpful one, and his volume is to be cordially recom* 
mended to all admirers of Meredith, as well as to the more, 
curious of them that know him not. The chapter on ‘ Modem 
Love and Nature Poetry ’ is, as might have been expected from 
Mr. Le Gallienne, written with keen insight and fine apprecia< 
tion. . . . Mr. Le Gallienne tnay lay claim, on the strength 
of hi|^ appreciation of George Meredith’s poetry, to a place among 
the acute and honourable minority of the near future. Perhaps 
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the most interesting chapter in the volume is the one devoted to 
George Meredith’s trealnient of woman in his novels. His 
latest critic has done nothing that will belter delight the 
generalitjir of his readers than his comment on this striking 
characteristic of George Meredith, It also required a certain 
courage to deal rightly with the novelist’s robust utterances 
upon the subject of womanhood. , . . These and other 

sayings that reveal George Aleredith’s conception of the unity 
of flesh and spirit, as influenced by the organic difference of sex, 
are tiealcd by Mr. Le Gallienne with refreshing- candour. 

. . . As for the ‘ Bibliography of Meiodith’ contributed by 
Mr. John Lane, it is surprisingly exhaustive, giving, as it does, 
even the slightest references to its subject both in jounialism and 
literature .”—Liverpool Daily Post^ (leader) Dec. 15th, 1890. 

“ One of the cleverest books that has made its ajqjearance this 
year is Mr. Richard Lc Gallienne’s book on ‘George Meredith.’ ” 
— Gentlewoman^ Dcccml>er 20, 1890. 

“ We regret that space and the time at our disposal prevent us 
giving the long notice to-Mr. Ia: Gallienne’s * Ge<jrge Meredith : 
some Characteristics ’ which it deserves. We can only say that it 
is^me of ihelxjst pieces of purely literary criticism which we have 
seen for some time, the chapter on ‘ The Egdist ’ l)eing the l)cst. 
We hope—in spite of the author’s denial of an attempt to make 
‘ convertites ’—that this book will .add greatly to Mr. George 
Meredith’s readers ; it certainly tlescrves to. A careful and very 
exhaustive bibliogiaphy by Mr. John Lane, and an aiticle by Mr. 
Morton h'ullerlon on ‘ George Meredith in America,’ arc added ; 
and for illustrations, a striking jx^rtrait of Mr. Meredith and a 
pen and ink drawing of ‘The Chalet’ at Dorking .”—Review of 
Reviewsf Dec. 15, 1890. 

“ A very interesting and helpful hook, likely to l>e agreeable to 
Mr. Meredith’s instructed admirers, and suggestive to many by 
whom his works arc misunderstood ... as apjxecialions 
merely, the essays are of a high order of literary merit. The 
authors style has, indeed, lK.‘en compared with Mr. M%rodith’s 
own. *But that is a criticism which in effect is unjust, as it .sug¬ 
gests the difficulties of Mr. Meredith’s style rather than iti. merits. 
Occasionally Mr. Lc (iallienne lays himself oixai to the charge 
of being fantastic . . . but his style is nut obscure. It is an 

eager, sensitive, and highly-figured style, sumew-hat of the aphor¬ 
istic type. Much of what Mr. Le Gallienne says is admirable 
for its own sake, and so far as his subject i.s concerned . . . 

he is no unworthy guide . . . The remarks on MerdflitlTs 
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ide.i ut comedy . . . will be particularly useful to many 

. . . This critic lays no Ici^s stress on his poetry, especially on 

‘ Modern I^ve.’ With the exception of the latter, he surely 
overrates this part of Mr. Meredith’s work. The chapter, how¬ 
ever, in which he discusses this is an interesting jiiece of criticism, 
written with the fervour of an enthusiast; yet not uniliscrimlnat- 
ing. And the concluding scntencci are a striking example of his 
figurative style. The bibliography compiled by Mr. Lane should 
be very useful .”—Inanity Fair^ Jan. lo, 1891. 

“ Mr. Richard Le Ciallienne has a poor opinion of the ‘com’ 
parative method’ of criticism which has, he says, sadly overgrown 
its uses . . . His idea of criticism is lo produce a perpetual 

splutter of superlatives, a lather of metaphors . . . He is so 

pathetically cocksure, he is such a verbal libertine, he is so merci¬ 
less in his eulogies, so abandune<l in his metaphors, so imitative 
in his prose. Mr. Heorge Meredith is, we know, alternately the 
most fascinating and the most exasperating of writers . . . but 
his style is the very worst that a young writer could ix)ssil>ly 
imitate. Mr. Le tiallicnne has imitated it, and the lesult is 
tcrriBle .”—The National Ohienter^ Jan. 17, 1891. 

. a great deal of w^hat Mr. Le^Gallicnne says^s 
excellent, has the warmth of conviction, and may even be per¬ 
suasive. On occasion he can say admirable things -he can be 
witty, adroit, a phrase-maker; but he Ls rarely content to Ije 
simple . . . Mr. Le Gallienne has some interesting jiages 

on the ‘ idea of comedy,’ in the course of wltich he notes acutely 
the difference l)ctwcen the ordinary humourist, who ‘has to make 
his comedy,’ and Mr. ^fcrcilith, for whom ‘ it inheres in ail things 
as vitally as poetry and as diffused as sunshine ’ . . . In re¬ 

gard to style Mr. I..e Gallienne says much that is acute and 
sensible . . The most novel, the most needed part of Mr. 
Le Gallienne’s book is the section which deals with Mr. 
Meredith’s poetry . . . Mr. Le Gallienne seems inclined to 

place the title-poem \Atodem Love"] at the very head of Mr. 
Meredit^j^’s work, above even the novels. He is in good com¬ 
pany, for that, too, was Mr. Browning’s opinion . . 41 Mr. 

Le Gallienne’s pages on this curious individual nature-poetry 
. . . have considerable interest, and are certainly very 

sympathetic. ... In this bibliography, Mr. John Lane has 
brought together material of permanent value, and has done a 
real service alike to collectors and students. Mr. W. Morton 
‘ Fullerton contributes a pleasant note tm the recent American 
discovery of George Meredith,”—Mr. Arthur Svmons, in 
The Academy^ Jan. 24, 1891. 
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“ One hardly knows which to thank most, Mr Le Galliennc 
for his * characteristics ’ of George«Meredith, or Mr. John Lane 
for his bibliography which accompanies it. No doubt most of 
readers have long since discovered Meredith for themselves, 
others have l)een led to him by Mr. Grant Allen, and Mr. R. 
Louis Stevenson’s enthusiastic praise. Yet are there still a con¬ 
siderable number of people in the valley of desolation, and the 
many review notices which Mr. Le Gallienne’s Ujok has called 
forth cannot iail to be of help.’*--“Tatler” in The Jan. 
39th, 1891. 

“As a rule, 1 looks of the nature of Mr. Le Gallicnne’s laudatory 
volume are better written when the subject can scan them, not 
on earth, but in Hades. . , . Tom, Dick, and Harry, in 

hu7j£aing lustily the living her.o . . . are apt to exhibit him 

in the most powerful of all lights—the ridiculous. To the credit 
of Mr. Le Galliennc and Mr. l^nc, their book does not place 
Mr. Meredith in this light. . . . Mr. Lane’s bibliography 

could hardly be l^ettercd ; it is full t>f interesting and curious 
matter, all tending to show how much may be written on the 
work of one man without creating any demand for his i^irk. 
Mr. Le Galliennc’s criticism is well written and good reading, 
aftd in his seven etsays he quotes his author happily enough to 
send the initiated back to his * Beauchamp’ and the uninitiated 
hurriedly to his Ixiokseller. The remarks on Meredith’s jioetry 
and style strike us as happier than the appreciation of Meredith 
as a whole. Also if loo much can be said about ‘ The Egoist,’ 
Mr. Le Gallienne may claim to have said it. . . . As to the 

objections raised by so many readers against Meredith’s uncom¬ 
promising style, we agree with Mr. Le Gallienne, that the fault 
is in the reader. Mr. l..e Gallicnne’s discretion is perha|is a 
shade greater than his motlesty. . . . We have departed 

somewhat from our-text—the text of Mr. Le Gallienne. \Vc 
return to it by repealing that his Ixjok is not ridiculous in a 
ridiculous age.”--“^’Atf Speaker, Jan. 31SI, 1S91. 
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« 

Robert Browning: Essays and Thoughts, 

By JOHN T. NETTLESHIP. . 

The volume includes the “Essays on Robert 
Browning’s Poetry,” published in 1868, which did so 
much to popularize Mr. Browning’s work. The 
present edition is more than doubled in size, con¬ 
taining additional essays, dealing with poems which 
have appeared since the publication of the first volume. 

75 copies on Whatman large paper, A few remain. 

**When an individual work is dealt with, nothing can be more 
searohing and elaborate than Mr. Ncttlesiiip’s analysis, and to 
th^t analysis those works which have done most to justify the 
common charge of oljscurity have l)ecn forced* to yield up their 
meaning. A high and penetrating intelligence was needed for 
such a task; and something more than intelligence was needed 
to make us realize, as Mr. Nettleship has done, the true depth 
and Iveadth of the philosophy which underlies the vast and 
varied body of Browning’s ^xietical work. It is not often that so 
solid and .genuine a piece of thinking is produced in literary 
criticism. ”—A cademy. 

“ It must always hold a very high place among studies of 
Browning. It is the work of an accomplished scholar, a keen 
critic, and a devoted admirer of Browning ,”—Literary World, 

“Among the very best criticism of poetry ever written I am 
quite sure that we njay count that by Mr. John T. Nettleship, 
the well jenown artist. First publi.shed in i860, the book ^ined 
many readers for a then little known ixict. Republishec^ince 
his death, and now that he is second only to the Laureate in the 
multitude of his readers, it has in its new form speedily reached 
a second edition. And it deserves an even wider success, for of 
all books on Browning its criticism is the sanest, its style the 
clearest. You can follow Mr. Nettleship when he is discussing 
“Waring’or ‘Sordello,’with the same keen interest that you 
have Arnold’s discussion of •* Heine’ or * B>ron,’ or of Mr, 
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Lowell’s * Dante * or Lessing.’ The second and newer half of 
the volume has even more of %ttractivcness. ‘Browning’s 
Intuition,’ ‘The Development of Browning’s Genius,’ ‘Lead¬ 
ing Poetic Principles of Browning’s Art,’ are the titles of some 
of the most original and suggestive essays that I have read for 
many a year. . . . “^rdello,” Mr. fJossc tells us some¬ 
where, ‘ has been an eminent stumbling block, ‘ not merely in 
the path of fools ’ but in that of very sensible and cultivated 
people, and yet we may find a thousand reasons why ‘ SordeUo ’ 
ought to be the most readable of books.’ I think not", but those 
who can read ‘Sordello’ will find invaluable assistance in Mr. 
Ncltleship’s essay.”—“ TatleFs ” Literacy Notes. 

“ Mr. Nettleship’s thoughtful volume.” 

“ The work of years of the most devoted application. . . . 

The most careless reader of these essays must l)c convinced that 
he has been conducted into the presence of a sovereign genius.” 
—Daily News 

A lx)ok which no good Browningile should be Wiihoud.”— 
Scots Observer, 

^The value of# small volume of ‘ Essays on Koljert Brown- 
ingS Poetry,’ which appeared in 1862, was quickly recognized. 
That value has not decreased with the years, for of the multitude 
of pens which have moved rapidly over the pa|^r in the task of 
recording critical and uncritical opinions of the poet, nothing has 
api^cared which surt^asses in its peculiar virtues the work of 
Mr. Nettleship, and nis little Ixxik has serenely kept its place as 
an indispensable aid to a right understanding of Browning’s 
thought. In one respect only did the years impair for the 
student the helpfulness of the volume. As they passed new 
poems continued to appear, until the criticism bore no proper 
relation to the strength and variety of the poet’s work. Tnis 
drawimek is removed in the present Iwok. . . . The new 

matter is in the main of the same general character, and follows 
the same methods as that which preceded it. . . *. It U 

immAsely painstaking an»l conscienlkms, and it ha.s in an un- 
suriMissed degree the indispensable fiualily of insight.”-- 
Advertiser ((J. S,A .). 

“ Mr. Nettleship touches with loving reverential care the 
poems he writes ol, emphasizing the l)est there is in them, and 
clearing up as far as j)OssibIe the misty places. His explanation 
of ‘ Childe Roland ’ is very inlcrestirig. It is one of the poet’s 
most characteristic productions, full of the strangest an 4 most 
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powerful word pictures. . . . Those who wish to search for 

a deeper signific.*ince than 4 ies on the surface of Browning’s 
poems will find much inspiration in this volume, with its 6owing 
style and earnest words .”—Chicago Tribune. 

“ The publication in 1868, of Mr. NettleshijVs volume of 
comment and analysis of the poems of Browning, marked the 
beginning of the wide-spread and enthusiastic worship paid to 
that poetry by modern wisdom and modern folly. The essays 
arc now republished with revisions and additions, and will l)e 
gladly welcomed by students of the work of the great jwet lately 
dead. Mr. l^ettlcship has carefully considered and outlined the 
boundaries of his comment. He does not aim to criticise 
Browning’s work or to compare him with other poets, but merely 
to endeavour to understand and interpiet the [loems themselves, 
. , . Mr. Nettleship analyzes and paraphrases several of the 

more difficult poems. In these comments we note especially 
the subtle sympathy of the explanation of ‘ The Flighi of the 
Duchc.ss ’; the modef>tly offered, yet consistent and imposing 
allegory of ‘ Childc ‘Roland ’; and the meditation upon the 
Pra;^r Spirit suggested by ‘ Saul .’—Literary World {Boston^ 
UrS.A,) 


Post 8vOf buckram^ price 8s. 

The Poetry of Tennyson, 

By the Rev. HENRY VAN nVKK, D.D. 

Contents:—Tennyson’s First Flight; The Palace 
of Art; Milton and Tennyson; IVo Splendid P'ail- 
ures; The Idylls of the King; The Homeric Trilogy;- 
The Bible in Tennyson; Chronological Bibliography, 
&c. ^ ^ 

“ I would that some one would write of Browning’s work as 
Henry Van Dyke has written of Tennyson’s. To the superficial 
and cuTaory reader of the Laureate, tiic Baron, sitting by the 
fire on a winter’s night, the wind howling over the sea, and the 
snow drifting against the window, and being chucked in hand¬ 
fuls down the chimney, and frizzling on the tire, says, get this 
book,^>ublished by Elkin Mathews: (a dmne d penser^ and 
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this is its great merit. ‘ Come into the (Tarden, Maud ’—no, 
thank you, not to-night; but give me niy shepherd’s‘pipe, with 
the fra|jmnt bird’s-eye in it, with 'tqv 7/>o7or, while I sit by the 
cheerful fire, in the best of good company—my books.”— 
Punchs Jany. 17, 1891. 


Post SvOf cloth y price ^s. 

Dante: Six Sermons. 

By the Rev. PHILIP H. WICK.STEED, M.A., 

Author of “The Alphabet of Kconomic Science,” &c. 

These brilliant T.ectures form an excellent introduc¬ 
tion to the Study of. Dante, The ori|irinal edition, 
publishetl at bs. in 1879, has long been out of print 
and diflicult to meet with. 


Ready shortlyy /cap. 8vOy clothy price 5 s. 

Letters to Living Artists. 

*** 25 Copies on Large Pajier. 
Imperial JdmOy hoards, price 5 s, net. 


Chambers Twain. 

By ERNEST RADFORD. 

With a FroiilLpiece by Waij'ER Crane. 

Printed on hand-made paper at the Chi.swick Press, 
in an edition of 250 copies, imperial i6mo, at 5^. 
net; and 50 copies niimberetl and signed, crown 410, 
large paper, at lor. bd. net. • 
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Mr. Radrord’s verse, unlike that of many more confident 
mortals has a genuine right to exist ... it has the qualitie > 
of charm, of delicacy, a bright fresh humour, nnd at its b^t dis< 
tmction. . . It is to be hoped that he will give us many 

more such bt>oks of verse, always with a frontispiece by Mr. 
Walter Crane as pretty as the one bcf<jre us, and always with 
songs by “ C. R.” as pretty as the song on p. 46 .”—Pall Mall 
Gazette. 


The L.P. Copies are nearly all soM. 

Fcap. SvOy buckram^ price Qs. net. 

Corn and Poppies. 

By COSMO MONKHOUSE. 

Jinely printed by R. and R. Clark, of Edinburgh, 
on hand-made paper, in an edition of 350 copies, 
fcap. 8vo, at (iS. net, and 50 niiinbefed and si^^d 
copies, with proofs of an etching by William Strang 
as Frontispiece, crown 4to, large paper, at 15J. net. 

“ My faithful “ Co.” has been reading poetry and prose, and 
thus communicates the result of his studies :—There is genuine 
but unassuming poetr}f, whieh is after all, only another way of 
saying fine feeling finely expressed, in Com and Poppies^ by 
(.^osmo Monkhousc. Much of the verse is musical, and there is 
throughout a vein of thoughtfulness which never degenerates 
into a morbid brooding. I commend particularly *• Any Soul to 
Any Body,’ * A Dead March,’ and * Mysteries,’ as good examples 
of Mr. Monkhbuse’s"style.”— Punch. 


* 

Medium ISmo, booklet form^ in two editions^price 6d. dr* ls.net. 

Poor People’s Christmas. 


By the Hon. RODEN NOEL. 

** This poem displays the author at his best. It is full .of 
thought and tenderness, and recalls by a hundred touches the 
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music of “ Songs of the Heights and Depths,” and “ A Little 
Child’s Monument.” Mr. Noel Mways lias something to sa^’ 
wortly^aying, and bis technique, mough, like Browning he is 
too intent upon idea to bestow all due care upon form, is gener¬ 
ally eiliciciit, and sometimes masterly. We hear too seldom 
from a poet of such deep and kindly s>Tnpathy.”— G. A, Sola. 


MOKE ESSAYS ON OANTE. 


ThieJb 8v0t buckram^ price 12 s. with Portrait and Plates, 


Literature and Poetry. 

By PHILIP SCHAFF, D.D., (St. Andrew’s). 


Dr. SchafTs Volume consists of Ten Critical E^ys 
upon some of the great Literary ICpochs in the World’s 
HlKtory. The Articles upon Dante and Dante Litera¬ 
ture, English and Foreign, are deeply interesting and 
valuable. The Titles arer—“The Engli.sh Language,” 
“'Phe Poetry of the Bible,” “The Dies Irae,” “The 
Stabat Mater Dolorosa,” “The Past, Present, and 
Future,” “Dante Alighieri,” “Poetic Tributes to 
Dante,” and “ The Divina Commedia.” 


Crown Uto, wrapper^ price 7 s, 6d. net, 

• The Backslider and other Poems. 

By ANTiEUS {i.e. W. J. Ibbktt). 

Choicely printed on hand-made paper at the 
Chiswick Press; limited to 50 copies of which very 
few remain. 
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Small UtOy hoardsy price 10s. 6d. net. 

Three Essays. 

By JOHN KEATS. 

« 

Now published in book form for the first time. 
Edited with note by H. Buxton Forman; finely 
printed on hand-made paper at the Chiswick Press, 
limited to 50 copies, only a few left. With the life- 
mask taken by Haydon, as frontispiece. 


Imperial IQmOy boardsy price 5 s, net, 

A Sicilian Idyll: a Pastoral Play. 

By JOHN TODIIUNTEFR 
With a Frontispiece by Walter Crank. 

Printed on hand-made paper at the Chiswick Press 
ih an edition of 250 copies, at 5s. net, and 50 copies 
large paper, numbered and signed, at los. fid. net. 

The I.. P. Copies are nearly all sold. 

** In his leisure moments Dr. Todhunter has found relief in the 
writing of a remarkably fine pastoral play, full of charm and of ex¬ 
quisite grace. The workmanship is finished in cultured style, 
elevation of thought and imaginative vigour .*’—Pictorial World. 


8 %>o, wrappery price $s. 6d. 

Robert Browning and the Drama. 

A Note by W. FAIRFAX. 


[Immediately, 











